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EXT. ENGLISH VILLAGE (TRELEW) - DAY 

High shot of an English village, nestled in wintry hills.. 
GWEN, six, in woolly hat and gloves, runs out of her house 
down the street to a post-box. She stretches up on tip-toes, 
and very carefully, posts her letter through the slot. She 
stands and stares excitedly, willing her missive on its way. 
Cut inside, where the envelope sits on a pile of others. The 
address reads: ‘SANTA CLAUS. THE NORTH POLE’. 

INT. NORTH POLE - CORRIDOR - DAY 


ng corridor, hewn out of ice, punctuated by office O) 


ound of similar letters travels on a mechanised trolley k 


jovember 28 4.15pm. North Pole, Mail Depar s 
a GWEN (V.0.) \ 


Dear Santa. My friend doesn’t 
believe ir-you, ‘cause to get round 


all the“cildren in the world in h 
one night, you’d have to go so fas 

it would maké/Youiyand the slei 

and the reindéex)burn up. oe oN 


. AGENT 3778”. 


Appy, rapt attention is a lanky, 


Reading the lettér 
in his early twenties. ARTHUR. 


geeky man with me: 


display a huge’ y collection of Christmas items. A pair 


of furry ippers in original 80's packing has pride 
of place. isletters are piled in huge stacks - so many! 


bh GWEN (V.O.) (CONT'D) 
.Love Gwen Hines, 23 Mimosa 


Avenue, Trelew, Cornwall, England. 
PS For Christmas I would love a 
pink glitter bicycle with 
stabilisers. But PLEASE don’t bring 
it if it makes the reindeer burn. 


Unlike the s€5 is office is cosy and chaotic. Shelves 


Attached is a postcard of Trelew. On the back is a crayon 
drawing of Gwen on a pink bike waving to a red Santa, who's 
on fire. Arthur beams. He writes: 
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ARTHUR 
= Dear Gwen. Thanks for your letter 
and brilliant picture. Your request 
for a pink glitter bike will be 
passed to Santa. Yes, do believe in 
Santa, he is real! 


Arthur looks up adoringly. On his wall is a shrine to Santa, 
centred on a picture of a classic Santa smiling down at him. 


ARTHUR (CONT'D) 
..And he can get round the world to 
every child, without a single 
reindeer being incinerat...hurt. By 
the time the sun comes up on 
Christmas Day he'll get to you too! 
Using his special magic. 


A snow-covered city Pa “idé: 


Suddenly, a breeze whooshes thro ‘Og 


| Then a vast shadow slides over 
open in an invisible manifold 


IRIS 

E uwe. 

a Then a larger, weightier figureydescends with aceb fideo 
breaths. THUD! It lan n a snowy roof. ve) 


i 
i INT. ARHUS HOUSE -— 'CON'EINU 
I” 


Inside, a starthed Dor a sleeping child whimpers nervously 
falls past the window, and the roof creaks. 


S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 


the figure’s body. . .red combat trousers, broad 
b wi ite beard...This is no alien invader! 


as 


Like a classic Santa, he's a big benign man in a red suit. 
P But he’s more military and battle-scarred, and has a high- 
I tech headset too. His heavy breathing is not sinister, he’s 

just stout, elderly and out of puff, on a tiring night! 


‘A CLAUS!!! 


Ho Ho Ho! 
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WHOOSH! Three more tiny invaders land beside him - ELVES! Not 
cutesy folklore elves, but little muscly professionals in 
military gear, with head-cams and night vision goggles: 
Santa's First Field Elf Battalion! 


Santa slips, startled. The ELF SERGEANT steadies him and all 
the Elves give the Santa salute - Santa is royalty! 


SANTA (CONT'D) 
Bh..Jolly good!. Um.. 


Before he’s finished, the Sergeant hits a stopwatch. An 18 
second countdown starts. The Elves are off to the chimney! 
But instead of descending, they fling a rope over and abseil 
down the house! 17..16..The GADGET ELF disables the alarm... 


yin! Through the window, into a bathro 


a landing. He Elf Sergeant scans with night a he 


‘is 


of ~ 
He signals. The Gad get Elf leaps onto the bannistéxs al 

slides downstairs. (45. .1: The other two spe e 
landing like Jack Baue an open door, the E. 
holds out a mirror: a cóuble are asleep insi 
ELF does a commando roll 


The Delivery Elf’s foot half 
Sweating, she leaps gymnasti 
an impossible maze of noisy 


iqueaky toy. Gulp! 
i speed through 


INT. LOUNGE, ARHUS HOUSE - CONTE 


VA 
The Gadget Elf passes’/a Startled parrot. 4 
goggles: “DENMARK? CE PUDDING LEFT OUT FOR SANTA’. He spots 
a bowl of rice or th a hose he sucks it into a back- 


mounted bottle Ç 

INT. ane , ARHUS HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 

«The Déliyery Elf reaches the bed. A boy lies asleep. 
ce& his present from Santa at the end of his bed. 


ig she, passes an electronic scanner over his face. On a 
scree appears ‘CHILD 783480K’ and ‘BEHAVIOUR THROUGH YEAR’. 
CS a reading: ‘STOCKING: 71% APPROVAL’. The elf takes 

e: mated stocking-shaped stocking-filler, but then she 
ps the boy's stocking is in his hand! 


The Elf Sergeant lobs a sewing kit. The Delivery Elf rips 
opens the toe of the stocking. She inserts the stocking- 
filler and keys ‘71%’. Small toys, chocolate coins and a 
satsuma pump in - then at top speed she re-sews the toe! 
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INT. LOUNGE, ARHUS HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 

On the Gadget Elf’s goggles are the words: ‘CARROT FOR 
RUDOLPH’. With dentures on a steel pole, he chomps the carrot 
left out, then speaks low into his headset. 


GADGET ELF (TO HEADSET) 
Foxtrot kilo, Unit Three complete. 


A noise. He spins round. Horror! 
PARROT IN CAGE 
Foxtrot kilo, Unit Three complete. 
Foxtrot kilo.. 


4.%3%.The Elf Sergeant skids through the door on his F 


ing a ‘gun’ from a holster. He fires. A peanut shoot: 
room into the parrot’s beak, silencing it! 


[OUSE - CONTINUOUS 
E) sto the roof, like SAS TNT he a a 
building. One secófá/jeft! They grab their 1 Sot off, 
air-jets on their backpacks erasing the sn rints. 


CONTINUOUS 


All around the city buzzes with” 
from windows, catflaps, tower blockl 


vit as teams emerge 


- An Elf walks on fingertip, a's 


- An Elf platoon is trap} by 
dangle a rod with mistlet n 
general kissing ensues they 


- An Elf is in a kit A sleepy woman switches on a light. 
The elf's vanishéd. ie woman puts a huge turkey in the oven, 
turns it on and goes. 'E . The oven opens. The Elf pops out 
from inside thestur! , re-places it, bastes it and leaves... 


- Finally, S is leaving a house via a window. An alarm 
goes off. San’ panicked, but an Elf grabs a cat and 
i indow sill as they go! A pyjama’d parent 
the cat by the alarm beam. 


ABOVE ARHUS - CONTINUOUS 


with Santa, we whizz high into the sky. The air is thick with 

1: ios ascending, all saluting Santa, Small square hatches 
Open aice, and they pass into the semi-invisible vessel. 
INT. S-1 DISPATCH DECK - CONTINUOUS 


In contrast to the silence below, it’s a wall of noise. 
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The vast, bright Dispatch Deck is like a huge Air Force troop 
carrier, teeming with Elves grabbing the next gift for 

i delivery from a networks of chutes. SERGEANT MAJOR ELVES 

I check lists to see each platoon has the target child's gift. 


- SERGEANT MAJOR ELF 
76658B set..64719K set..3497X set 


The Elves salute as busy Santa is hurried into a transporter. 


INT. S-1 HOLD - MOMENTS LATER 


Santa’s transporter zips high above the hold, where huge 
towers of presents sit like skyscrapers on the countries of a 


= vast.world map on the floor. Machinery sucks presents up by 
j and sends them down countless chutes to Dispat: 


Ar 


Across the sk a Ho shimmering patch of stars tae 
speed. towards cloud. ND) 


For a moment the camouflage cuts 
craft at last: a vast red ve 
f 1, Santa’s amazing state-o: 
i sleigh! Cameras all over 
above and land beneath are 
= the S-1 blends once more inti 


see the mighty 
a. Pees me - the s- 


INT. S-1 BRIDGE CONI 


A large dark hu é, like the bridge of a supertanker. 


\camourzace ELF 
jection optimized. 


NORTH POLE COMMAND (SPEAKERS) 
S-1. Denmark cleared. Next 
p Flensburg, minus 12.4 seconds. 


sd NE knock. Then a muffled ‘Hello..?’. An Elf 
SSe! 
n 


button. The door swishes open. Santa enters. 


& nign, jolly man. But vagueness and tiredness can 
Dose, insensitive - and he does love the adulation 
a ates too much. A MINDER ELF pipes him in, the Elves salute. 


SANTA 


Sorry..Forgot the pin code. Carry 
on everyone! So, how're we um.. 
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FEMALE COMPUTER VOICE (P.A.) 
4 hours to Mission Deadline.. 


HELMSMAN ELF 
Just crossed into Germany, sir. 


A LISTENING ELF in large headphones scours radio frequencies. 


LISTENING ELF 
Upping German Air Defence radar 
jamming frequency to 2.2, 2.0.. 


SANTA 
Ooh. Germany. Splendid! Already! 
Aren't we doing well?! 


HELMSMAN ELF 
(awkward pause) 
s sir. Congratulations sir, on 
.seventieth mission. Great 
pom Big night sir. 


RS )osanra 
Is it?‘ Q “Thank you. Carry on all 
Ooaah, TL. glad to see my hed! 


national protocol. ‘Di 
pudding and carrot.. 


Christmas, not the 
YOU! MOVE! 


TARDY ELF 
ened to peace and goodwill 
men, sarge? 


NORTH POLE CONTROL (HUGE P.A.) 
‘}.3..2..1.-Engage rooftops! 


SERGEANT MAJOR ELF 

It don’t say nothing about elves, 
soldier! GO GO GO! 

INT. NORTH POLE CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS 


Arthur the mail guy runs excitedly down an ice corridor with 
a huge bundle of letters, singing to himself. 
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ARTHUR 
ns We wish you a Merry Christmas, we.. 


NORTH POLE CONTROL (ON P.A.) 
Commencing Flensburg drop. 


He starts. The furry reindeer slippers he now wears make him 
slide on the ice. He skids through an entrance.. 
INT. NORTH POLE MISSION CONTROL - CONTINUOUS 

Fá .-and out onto a vertiginous walkway over a gigantic ice 


auditorium, humming with noise. He gazes for a second, loving 
it,- then looks down at the drop and grabs the rail. 


ARTHUR 
Whoa..deep breaths, deeep breaths.. 
think snowmen..turkey sandwiches.. 


Gripping Ë & tight, he moves gingerly forwards taki 
in the whole”. amazing place. North Pole Mission AO 
re MBS 

A 


CAPTION: 1.35am. noxth Pole Mission Control. 


‘ield 
‘ER ELVES 
ed to cries 


Thousands of SUPPORT ity 
Elves in action. Huge sc: 


ARTHUR Q 
Merry Christmas! Ist 
Er. -how man: eps hi 


>  BASSING ELF 
Just thre Èa 


pa 
He reaches the | ‘loom ahd squeezes behind a line of SUPPORT 
in ELVES at monito: iring them at work. On the first screen 
isa aa oF id-Cam POV of a tricky burglar alarm. 
i SUPPORT ELF 1 
t“s a Delox Brandsystemer. 
nufacturer PIN is 34787... 
screen Elf feet are creeping down a staircase.. 
SUPPORT ELF 2 


The seventh stair from the top had 
a squeak last year.. 


On the next, an Elf faces a growling dog.. 
SUPPORT ELF 3 


It's a boxer-collie cross..try a 
biscuit and a tummy tickle... 
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ARTHUR 
Oops! ‘Scuse! Sorry. Fantastic. 


On the next Elf’s monitor, two Elves in snowmen outfits are 
climbing up a house smothered in flashing decorations. The 
Support Elf counts the timing of the flashes. When the lights 
go off, the Field Elves climb; when they’re on, they freeze. 


SUPPORT ELF 5 
One elephant two elephant FREEZE! 


The snowman Elves freeze. The Support Elf continues the count 
under as Arthur waves a letter at him. 


ARTHUR 
I found it! Maria Costa - she asked 


` for a Pocket-Puppy, but she really 
ʻı wants the blue one with long ears ` 
fy4¢o0s it looks like her auntie’s dog . 


fo that ran away. I remembered 
‘she sent a photo of Biffo see! 


SUPPORT ELF 5 (ANDREW) 
hant, GO! Sorry, Arthur? 


SUPPORT ELF 

What's her number?. .937, 
on, this is Greecef pi 
countries ago, 

Austria! Yes, s. 

(to Field El 

Freeze! Go! No, fre 


The snowman Elves, a ie fall off. Arthur has frozen. 


RT ELF 5 (CONT'D) 
Not you” ur. 


ARTHUR 

ight. Phew! Great! I just want 
e perfect for every kid! 
stria, Austria..They call dad 


*Ngstinachtenan’ here, you know. 


Q you know how many names there are 
Q for Santa worldwide? Thirty two! 


(finds another letter) 
Ah. Hans Weisz. Who's got Hans? He 
wants an X-Box, but so does his 
brother, so I thought Hans could 
have the games for it. They mustn't 
fight, at Christmas! Oh..hang on.. 
(looks at letter again) 
He’s not Austria, he’s Australia.. 
I've mixed up the addresses. That's 
not near very Austria, is it? 
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SUPPORT ELF 4 
Not very. Kind of basic Arthur, 
getting the right country. You 
should get out more. 


Support Elves smirk. ARTHUR turns, slips on the ice, snags a 
wire and pulls over three Elves. He tries to pick them up. 


SUPPORT ELVES 
Ow! That’s my ear! Ouch! etc. 


ARTHUR 
Sorry! Oh dear, are you OK? 


STEVE 
Arthur? Step away! Don’t worry, 
we'll sort it. Peter, update? 


3 other STEVE strides across the room ine 


beard, sipping yan espresso, he's Santa’ s eldest sons e 
Say his 


mastermind ofthe operation, respected by all. Especi. 
obsequious Right I BLS eet who has a crus. LS 


(obvious lie) 
Um. .It wasn’t Santa! 


hair. Re, Hl! For the girl! 


wait Coe Bees very thick arms? 
lly, then nods. Steve checks some data. 


STEVE (CONT'D) 

3 a WWE Umaga wrestling action 
figure with pumping biceps. For the 
boy. Re-tag, go! 


Na es clap. Peter looks adoringly. Arthur catches up. 


ARTHUR 
Brilliant, Steve! Sorry about back 
there, it’s my slippers on the ice. 


He waves his feet proudly. Steve smiles briefly. They’re at 
“Special OPs’. Screens show the Kremlin, Buckingham Palace etc. 
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STEVE 
How are we doing at the Big White? 


Satellite footage of THE WHITE HOUSE cuts up. Jump cut tight 
to the roof where GREEN BERET ELVES penetrate air-con shafts. 


ARTHUR 
They’re 1984 First Edition reindeer 
slipper prototypes. Got them on eBay. 
I'm gonna wear them every Christmas! 


SUPPORT ELF 
Sir! We have an Elf Down. 


The big screen shows the Elf who faced the dog, now injured 
and tearful. A PARAMEDIC ELF tends to a dismembered teddy. Qy 


FIELD ELF (ON SCREEN) 
It was the dog, it went for me! Sir 
orry..it..it got the bear! 


p a severed teddy head. A a 


(to Peter) 
Enact gift defies t 
Standard Substi Ate 3B And I'd 


His - On 
the tearful Elf. Art i 


‘the teddy, the poor 
e kid! Oh no! The kid! 


mna impact! Reduce Drop Time 
7.7 seconds. 


PETER (TO P.A.) 
You heard the man! All platoons. DT 
falling, 17.7 seconds per household. 


COMPUTER COUNTDOWN VOICE (P.A.) 
2 hours 40 to Mission Deadline. 


ARTHUR 
Steve! Shall I find the kid’s 
letter? Maybe he wants something as 
well as the teddy..I can see if.. 
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He sheds letters as he looks through the pile. Elves step in 
to pick them up. Peter rolls his eyes. Steve pauses. 


STEVE 
Arthur, this is the world's most 
powerful supercomputer. Multiple 
precision compliance, a latency of 
less than ten nanoseconds and 
software routines triple hardened 
against failure. It’s foolproof. 
Leave this to us. 


ARTHUR 
Oh. Great. Hey there’s dad! SANTA!! 


Santa’s on screen in a kid’s room. Arthur waves, then salu 
adoringly, dropping more letters. Steve pats his shoul . 


STEVE 
le bro..You’re doing a great 
job,/sreally. You bring..a genuine 
aura of y§easonal positivity. But, 
could you/not be in Mission Control?_ 


At all. the rest of the night. 
P 7) 
Arthur is pulled up shi 


e blinks hard in d: 
ARTHUR he ae i,” 
ate 


Oh. Right. Um..yeah; 


Beat. He fixes a smile and walks 
notice Support Elves nudging 


Sixteen elvesmbroke their noses! 
lé Co ELF 2 
And wi FA in catering? Tried 
a 
i” 


t, trying not to 
ehind him. 


to dgu! mince pies with our 
nameg, on. Flooded Level Three with 


SUPPORT ELF 4 
R! WE HAVE WAKER! 47765B..AND 
SANTA’S IN THERE! 


Ne som freezes. Elves: spin round - not this! Arthur turns 
o, wanting to stay, but backs out reluctantly. On the big 
een, a LITTLE BOY sits up in bed, scanning his room... 


guce! 
areca alarm goes off, and red lights flash. 


INT. CHILD'S BEDROOM, SUBURBAN HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 


..One Elf is frozen behind a curtain, one hangs on the door 
under a dressing gown, one from the ceiling. 
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Santa is bent awkwardly behind a fish tank, with a huge gift. 
The wrapping has caught and torn. He shifts - more tearing. 


BOY 
Santa? Are you here? 


In slow motion, a drop of sweat falls from Santa’s nose 
towards the fish tank! The Elf behind the door flips back, 
stretches..and catches the drop on his palm! Phewwwww. The 
boy lies down. Pause. The Elf Sergeant holds a note to Santa: 
‘What should we do, sir?’ 


SANTA 
(flummoxed; mouths) 
Er...Steve? 


„is going crazy. Elves call for backup; 
sb; tha house, the kid’s sleep habits. \ 


EZA 


Sixty minutes to Miss: 


wake the boy! The 
> etc 
D DOOM-LADEN SCOTTISH ELF 
1816! When Santa was seen! 
ed him home, he had to go 
ó ħiding..no Christmas for six 


larg. .the elves all alone!! 
anxiety turns into Elf panic. 
STEVE 
CALM PEOPLE! It’s not 1816 now! 
This regime has an unbroken record 
of total secrecy. Drill down, we 
can do this. Muffle the client! 
INT. CHILD’S BEDROOM, SUBURBAN HOUSE - NIGHT 


A trembling Delivery Elf crouches holding ‘muffler’ pompoms 
over the kid's ears. 
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Two Wrapping Elves, armed with sticker guns, tape dispensers 
etc, do a silent rewrap, as if defusing a bomb. The Elf 
Sergeant guards the door. Santa’s a bit spare. 


INT. S-1 DISPATCH DECK/HOLD - CONTINUOUS 

Elves stare at the screens. A GIFT-SORTER ELF, mouth agape, 
straightens gifts arriving on a conveyor belt without looking. 
INT. NORTH POLE RESIDENTIAL QUARTERS — NIGHT 

The drama plays on a domestic TV, on which stands a photo of 


a Santa from another age, by an old sleigh. A knock. Arthur 
es in breathlessly, a little cautious of his “| 2) 
) 


ARTHUR (0.S.) 
..Can I watch with you Grandsanta? 


sits 


his feet. He likes his grands 


Si? if 


ARTHUR 
Is the kid still asle 
see Santa! Dad‘d rathe: 
spoil it for him! 


mathe’ wi anyone? Amazing! 


SANTA 
Wellyewhat if you do wake the odd 
nipper? 11 you lad, a whack on 
aa ich a sock-full of sand 
a ” of whisky on the lips, 
is don’t remember in the morning! 


Arthur n urprised. On TV, the Wrapping Elves reach a 
critical point, hands full of paper and ribbon. A third Elf 
s a wire at speed through the window to put a finger 
a ot. Arthur clutches himself, then punches the air. 


ARTHUR 
Yes! How do they do that? Makes my 
stomach go funny! 


GRANDSANTA 
It’s all gone knockers north since 
my day. What happened to going down 
the chimbley? Didn't do me any har.. 
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He launches into a coughing fit, expelling a black cloud of 
dust. From a basket at his feet RUDOLPH THE REINDEER looks 

up. Now ancient, his one-antlered head is in a plastic cone. 
He tries to climb onto Grandsanta’s knee to lick him better. 


Grandsanta fights him off. Arthur tries to help, but he’s 
awkward and nervous as if with a big dog. MRS. SANTA enters. 
She’s a marvellously unflappable army-wife type. 


MRS. SANTA (0.C.) 
Rudolph! Basket! Goodness. Here you 
are Grandsanta, a nice cup of tea 
and a mince pie. 


GRANDSANTA 
I can’t eat that. Gets in me teeth. F 
, the ribbon is cut. All done! Santa gives a_ j 
o, camera. Arthur and Mrs Santa breathe out i 
hen Santa freezes. What's that noise? 


: he YV 
Suddenly, the TV picture//changes. Resenting th k of 
attention, Grandsanta ha‘ 


Must be something bë! 
goggle box. This need: 
(as Mrs Santa and 
hurry out) 
Oh yes, leave theg6! 
own in a corner 
on a pine cone! 
DOOR Arthur! 


INT. MISSION CONTROL Bh is 
Elves stand, oe Is, gazing horrified at the screen. 


Whispered drunkygiggling is approaching up the stairs! 


INT. AS) SUBURBAN HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 


d MUM (0.S.) 
ome on, let’s peek. He's so cute 
when he’s asleep! 


pens a crack. A female hand reaches in, finds the 
tch an inch from Santa’s nose, and flicks it on! 


The d 
~ 2 
INT. S1-DISPATCH DECK — CONTINUOUS 


The Gift Sorter Elf’s hands fly to his mouth in horror as he 
looks. Gifts bunch onto the conveyor belt. 


And unseen, one gift falls off. 
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INT. CHILD’S BEDROOM, SUBURBAN HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 


DAD (0.S.) 
No. We'll wake him! He's so excited. 


The hand turns the light off. 


INT. NORTH POLE MISSION CONTROL - CONTINUOUS 
STEVE 
OK, GO GO GO! Revise Drop Time to 
14 seconds, let's pick this up!! 


Support Elves breathe out a collective gasp - then go crazy. 


S-1 - NIGHT 


The Sl who 
Field Elves’ ‘ 
Elf speeds 


thes so fast its camouflage can’t quite kee 
Sap, out of hatches at crazy speed. N 


he conveyor belt. 
ene 


(W&> 


He kicks somethin awa: 


INT. NORTH POLE MISSIO) 
Close on the counter, coun 


ALL 
Three...two...one... 


that is. Written your speech? 
smiles modestly, quietly confident. 
` STEVE i 
h, I don’t know about that Peter. 
OK, let’s bring them home! 
- NORTH POLE - MAIL OFFICE - CONTINUOUS 
Alone in his office, Arthur cheers mission completion on TV, 
spinning in his chair. He sits for a moment, smoothing the 


last letters. Then he turns to open the final window in a 
HUGE 365 DAY ADVENT CALENDAR. He smiles. Christmas is here! 
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EXT. NORTH POLE - NIGHT 

CAPTION: Christmas Day, 4.19am. North Pole 

It’s gorgeous, starlit and silent over the pole. A seal pokes 
its head through the ice. The weatherbeaten S-1 appears over 
the horizon. It dips into the water between the icebergs. 
INT. ARCTIC OCEAN - CONTINUOUS 


The S-1 flies through the sea under the ice... 


INT. S-1 DOCKING BAY ~ NIGHT 


«-and' rises into a vast docking bay. Water drains awa’ 
seal slides about barking on its roof. A ramp opens. Ma! 


z] 
i & ei . 
ld Elves rush out to meet waiting Support 


ranks. of > 
in a happy sh. Off duty, the Elves are gossipy and giddi 


., ELVES 
--CCTV injevery room, I had to go 
under the--floor!..Who lets kids staj 
i » Nightmare! . . Stand 
back holly injury. ing throug! 


Arthur moves among them try. j 
has no stories to share. He 100) 


Fancy a trip Arthur? S 
world? We'll onlygg@p». 
miles an hour. Yo 
hatch for the 


Elves around laugh at the te. 


I'm happy in letters thanks! I see a 
bit of in my office. Some 
of t stamps I get are amazing! 

i SOLDIER ELF 2 
xt" ike he’s never been out 
irí was that time he locked himself 


out on the surface and had to be 
wy ed after by polar explorers! 


To one side STEVE is dressing down a MISERABLE ELF. 


STEVE 
You gave out an unauthorised gift! 


MISERABLE ELF 
He-looked-so-sweet-when-he-was- 
asleep-SAH! 


STEVE 


D’you know how many times Child 
74887 punched his sister this year? 
(MORE) 
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STEVE (CONT'D) 
No. I run a crack force here, that 
means discipline! Shape up soldier! 


A huge cheer goes up as Santa emerges. Mrs Santa waves. 
Arthur pushes excitedly towards him, saluting. 


ARTHUR 
Dad! Dad! You were fantastic! Happy 
Christmas! 


SANTA 
Arthur! Jolly good. Yes indeed. 


He gazes in awe at his dad, Santa. An awkward pause. 


ARTHUR 
Em..d’you like my slippers? Made in E 
Japan. The first ever reindeer- h 
ased footwear! 


Santa smi ely and moves forward, saluting Elí " 
Arthur and his/Santa-hero-dad don’t find convers: asy. 
K Lo à 
So. .Busy” ‘nighy P: er, natitanano Ay 
(taken aback 


Maintenance? No..I. sh rs 
dad. I’ve been there... 


SANTA 
Oh. Yes, of course 


A gazes etiudy a at tne ‘Male 
other and father. Then claps too. 


claps him on the back, 


camaraderie between ta 


INT. 8-1 DOCKING”“BA' LATER 


Santa stands, Ol ium before a million Elves, Mrs Santa, 
Steve, Ar srandsanta behind him. 


SANTA 
> ES ion. ..accomplished! 


cheer throwing hats, kit and other Elves in the air. 


SANTA (CONT'D) 
Tonight we delivered two billion 
presents! My biggest year ever! 

(to Steve, adjusting mic) 
Though Steve did his bit. Well done 
you on all your um, notions. .the 
.big computer thingy..the S-1..all 
fiendishly clever! I sometimes 
think I couldn’t do it without you! 
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Cheers. Steve’s brows raise but he smiles fixedly. 


SANTA (CONT’D) 
Don’t even know where the batteries 
go in that thing, ho ho ho.. 


He nods to the S-1. All laugh, Steve and Santa in the classic 
deep ‘Ho Ho Ho’. But from somewhere comes a weird foghorn of 
a laugh. All go quiet and look round. It’s Arthur. He stops. 


SANTA (CONT'D) 
And there’s my father of course, a 
great..ahem..support. And my splendid 
wife Margaret, who’s stood by me all 
these years very ably doing all that 


.-stuff..women do when their husbands 

are at work. Marvellous! 4 . 
OLD ELF IN CROWD (ERNIE) 

id, bless Mrs S! She's a good ‘un! 


SANTA ha 
Arthur, yes. Doing vital tO, 
Really. .vital. No’ 3 

. We moved him oi 


ELF IN CROWD 4 
I lost everything in t 


SANTAY 
I've had seventy 
doing the best job i 


rful years 
the world! 


Steve takes a big bre; waiting for his moment.. 
> (CONT'D) 


--And I“ it for year seventy- 
one! »Mérry, Christmas everyone! 
Aa, dew and Mrs Santa blink in surprise. 
Peter, stage ip to the podium with a huge cake iced 
CORRE ns Steve!’ comes to a gobsmacked halt. 


Arth eX his family out. A JOKEY ELF nudges another. 
-- JOKEY ELF 


There goes the Easter Bunny. Big 
ears, big teeth, and no use to 
Christmas whatsoever! 


INT. ELF BARRACKS - NIGHT 
In a huge ice dorm, exhausted Elves hang up kit and polish 


boots like soldiers after battle. One writes Christmas cards. 
Another plays ‘White Christmas’ mournfully on his harmonica. 
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INT. S-1 DOCKING BAY - NIGHT 
The huge lights go off in the huge dock, whoom, whoom... 


INT. S-1 DISPATCH DECK - CONTINUOUS 

...and off in the deserted Dispatch Deck of the S-1. But it’s 
not quite empty. Under a conveyor belt, is a shape. A 
present, labelled ‘Love from Santa.” They've missed one. 

INT. CLAUS RESIDENTIAL QUARTERS DINING ROOM - NIGHT 


Caption: 4.43am. North Pole Residential Quarters. 


Close on Arthur pulling his cracker. Qy 
i ' ARTHUR < 


it d'you get if you eat ‘Xmas’ 
ations? Tinsilitis!’ 

big honking laugh) 

Oh 1ooky )as red paper hat! Isn't 
this thí 


best, bit of Christmas? 


S 


© tableau 
1; . Santa 
te tapping on a 
his hat on. 


Cut to the rest of the‘ fi 
before a turkey dinner serv, 
yawns, Mrs Santa inwardly k> 
PDA. Grandsanta chews noisily‘ 


SANTA 

Not really your colour ó 
like a tomato on a 

(raises glas 

Well, um, here's 

even better job 


ANTA/STEVE /GRANDSANTA 
(brittfe. ny/sarcastic) 
Next yèar , who'd have thought. ..etc 


But Ta perfect, dad! 
~ * GRANDSANTA 


at's a good ‘un! That turkey 
re than him! 


He cackles,}choking on his food, expelling his false teeth. 


SANTA 
You wouldn’t understand father. 
I’ve rather moved things on since 
your day. Eh Steve? 


GRANDSANTA 
Forget Techno Tommy he’s tekksin’ on 
his calkilator after another job! 


Mrs Santa pops his teeth in and takes his plate out. Arthur 
lifts a big bowl of sprouts. Santa intercepts to serves them. 
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STEVE 
It’s a Handheld Operational and 
Homing Organiser. The HoHo3000. I’m 
enacting mission closure. 


GRANDSANTA 
Oo whoopee doo, aren't you the 
fancy nancy? Don’t matter what you 
come up with son, you may be next 
in line, but you’ll never get to be 
Santa unless you knock him off! 


Arthur goes for a turkey knife but Steve takes it and carves. 


STEVE 
I don’t know what you mean. I’m 


,.. delighted father’s staying on 1 
.another year. A terrific..surprise. - 
“ee MRS SANTA N 


Returning from the kitchen, she plonks Grand: 
down, now blended gloop 


Isn't this great? T) 
They turn. He’s holding the ste 


ALL . 
NO! ARTHUR! HOT. 


He jumps - and spills it. 


hair, he produces: 
ly stare stunned. 


‘Christmas! The Board 


Ma DISPATCH DECK - CONTINUOUS 
c] at g vehicle trundles over the huge empty deck. And 


Dyp ething. The Elf riding it, BRYONY, climbs down. 
There it is under the brushes. The present that was missed. 


INT. CLAUS DINING ROOM — NIGHT 


The Santa males are fighting over a tiny silver Santa, 
grabbing it back and forth. Arthur’s dismayed by the fight. 
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GRANDSANTA 
I’m Santa! 


STEVE 
No I'm Santa! It’s ridiculous, you 
took the piece out of my hand! 


SANTA 
Well I am actually Santa, so I 
rather think I should have it. 


STEVE 
Well yes, you’re the non-executive 
‘figurehead’, but... 


SANTA 
Exactly! The figurehead. 


GRANDSANTA 
means a fatty with a beard who 


Here, why don’t yi 
Steve? All those b; 


STEVE 
Fine! Fine. I’m the 
Arthur's the tur ax 
are, of course, 
can be this cha i 
“móves. 


ON 


He hands him a tiny sleigh, the 


ANTA 
Relic? RELIC! I did the whole of 
bs 8 of these Arthur. 


He rolls, hidesi/the result and puts his piece beside Steve’s. 


STEVE 
o! 't land there, I'm on it! 
Grands; An is his sleigh an extra space ahead. 
\ i GRANDSANTA : 


Oh yes. I didn't need a trillion 

à elves in bleepy hats. 

STEVE 

The world’s a bit more complicated 
than in your day Grandsanta. About 
a billion more children. And we 
don't just fly about throwing lead- 
painted toys down chimneys any 
more. That space sends you back to 
Lapland. 
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He moves the ‘sleigh’ back to the start. Mrs Santa joins. 


GRANDSANTA 
Oy! It was plenty complicated, 
Mister Snootyboots! 


MRS SANTA 
Malcolm where did you get those? 


Santa has a pile of winning ‘gifts’ in his corner. He yawns. 


SANTA 
Just moving things along..Do I win? 


GRANDSANTA 
Cheats, the pair of you! 


ks around dismayed as tempers rise. 


STEVE 
have any idea what I’ve given 


Te the world’s most 
reanna ed’ task force, an unbroke: 
nd the S-1l. The S-1// 


GRA 
Christmas 1941, 
ja the whole thing wi’ 
and a dru ! I was shot at 
Arthur! T lve direct hits, 


& lost thre Areindeer! I still 

h managed all and bring home 
L a bu; o for Christmas dinner! 

m À SANTA 

i F emember a trout. 


ARTHUR 
happened to the elf? 


GRANDSANTA 
Fell out of the sleigh over Lake 
Geneva. Never saw him again. 


MRS SANTA 
Oh dear! And you flew with no elf?! 
Goodness. ‘How many verses does the 
original ‘Silent Night’ have?’ 


SANTA 
Ridiculous, who'd know that? 
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ARTHUR 
(hits buzzer, TING!) 
‘Still Nacht’ written in 1818 by 
Joseph Mohr, six verses! 


GRANDSANTA 
I went on alone. And I could still 
do it now Arthur! Just gimme a go! 


STEVE/SANTA 
(chuckling) 
In a heap of sticks? Not this, etc 


GRANDSANTA 
Heap of..?! Let me up and at ‘em! 


I'll show you Robbie the Robot! r 
les up in fury, deliberately knocking the bo: xe y 


ick. Rudolph pushes in and treads on the débri 


~ GRANDSANTA (CONT'D) 
if away now you're losing! 


INT. CORRIDOR, NORTH PGi 
CAPTION: 5.07am. 
Steve runs through double doors. 


for his brother. He slips on the : 
the rebound and then sticking o] 


ta into Steve’s hand. Ón the 
P\past Santa’s going back centuries. 
= Santa, then an empty space. 


my ` THUR (CONT'D) 
year Ad bie fou there Steve. Next 


+ You'll be great! 


wall are old portrai 
The last is of the cu 


irritated at the open doors, and moves on. 
STEVE 

many times, Arthur. It’s the 

North Pole. Shut the doors. 

\ NO) 'H POLE MISSION CONTROL - CONTINUOUS 


Peter is with Bryony the cleaning Elf, holding the parcel she 
found (clearly a bicycle). The counter reads *000,000,000'. 


STEVE 
It just can’t be! It’s infallible! 
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BRYONY 

Maybe it was Elf error. 
STEVE 

Error? 
ARTHUR (0.S.) 


Oh no! Has someone get the wrong 
present? That’s awful! Whose is it? 


Arthur stares dismayed at the present in Bryony’s hands. 
Peter checks a barcode on the tag, and types into a computer. 


PETER 
‘47785BXK' did NOT ‘get the wrong 
present’.. 
(checks screen, shifty) 
-Or..um..the right one. 


ARTHUR 
got..nothing? At all? Naah! 
os(sees its true) 
Nothing?) child’s been MISSED?!! 


STE! 
Not necessari 


Details come up. And the cou! 


ARTHUR 
A CHILD'S BEEN MISSED! 


STEVE 
Arthur! Do you 
whole North Po: 


ARTHUR 


Good idea! 
(runs 
A CHILD'S 


riving, yawning hugely) 
ing alright? 


STEVE 
There’s been a..glitch. I’m on it. 


ARTHUR 
A GLITCH? WE MISSED A CHILD! 


` SANTA 
Really? Steve, is that..? 


STEVE 
There’s been a..client omission, to 
the tune of one. 


000,000,001. 
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SANTA 
Dear oh dear. That’s not good. 


STEVE 
It’s not a..positive development. 


SANTA 
No. It’s a cock-up! How on earth 
did you manage it, Steven? 


STEVE 
Me?! I thought it was your mission! 


SANTA 
Oh no no, this is your department. 


ARTHUR 
ae (agonised) 
What are we going to do?! 


SANTA 


to cover.;2657 miles. The 
only a enough is the S-1. 
SANTA 
=1..Right-oh. . 


STEVE 

» Nó e S-1 has just travelled 
‘seven million miles! It needs 

mnths of engineering checks before 

it flies again! We could damage it! 

And - risk the lives of the elves! 


BRYONY 
I'll go sir! Please! Bryony 
Shelfley, Wrapping Operative Grade 
Three! Signed off on cleaning 
duties with Sticky Tape Syndrome 
after wrapping three million gifts 
in five weeks and sniffing too much 
tape glue SAH! But I’m fine really! 
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PETER 
Did he ask you? Button it! 


STEVE 
No-one is going! This is basic 
Health and Safety, father! 


SANTA 
Oh. Well that is..But this child... 


STEVE 
A statistical anomaly. One negative 
outcome in 660,334,102 deliveries! 


PETER 


That’s a margin of error of 
0.000000001514384%... 4 


r STEVE 
(beat; then smiles amazed) 
T mean hello? Where's the 


incredible! That's not a ~Y 
le not actually error. ~ 4 


ent" has delivered the 


discernible imp 
ARTHUR 


The child’s hu a11 year! 
+ R 
Buy it_o: ly veiled threats. 


love that you care, but 
is is not a time for emotion. 
1 get 47785BXK a present - 
the window of Christmas. 


SANTA 

well, that doesn’t so sound bad, 

‘within the window of Christmas.’ 
(yawns hugely) 

And..I'd..go to bed..? 


STEVE 
Absolutely. We'll messenger the 
item, it'll be there in five days. 


ARTHUR 
That’11 ruin the magic! 
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STEVE 
(long long laugh) 
Magic doesn’t make the trains run 
on time you know. 


SANTA 
Your brother's in charge of this 
stuff Arthur. He knows his onions. 
If he can’t get to this child 
tonight with all his bells and 
whistles, no-one can. There it is. 


STEVE 
Yes. It can’t be done. Good night 
father. Merry Christmas. 


(looks back at Arthur) F 
Go to bed, Arthur. 1 


They go. Arthur and Bryony stare, stunned. Above, the (€ou: 
stands at 1, popari, the golden motto, ‘In Santa SS 


INT. NORTH POLE - 


ORRIDOR - NIGHT 


Arthur tears off. Bryony galls after, er gift. 


BRYONY. 
Can I help? Please? 


ly. Then he sees it — the ‘letter and 
tamped ‘47785BXK’. He grabs them. 


(CONT'D) 
‘De San: my friend doesn”t 
belive sé pie Sar te Christmas I'd 
glitter bike..Gwen 
oo k pik otit Avenue, Trelew, 
ni Ll, England. 


ixedly, imagining Gwen... 


SA AVENUE, TRELEW, CORNWALL, ENGLAND - NIGHT 
s on the small modern cul-de-sac. 


CAPTION: 5.23am. Mimosa Avenue, Trelew, Cornwall, England. 
INT. 23 MIMOSA AVENUE - GWEN’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 


Gwen Hines lies blissfully asleep. At the bottom of the bed 
hangs her Christmas stocking for Santa. Empty. 
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INT. NORTH POLE - MAIL OFFICE - NIGHT 


At his desk, Arthur stares at her letter, searching for an 
answer. He looks at the clock. 5.24. Impossible. He slumps. 


INT. NORTH POLE - STEVE’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 


Steve stands staring at a suit carrier. Inside is a smart red 
jacket, white trimmed: a designer Santa suit. Slowly he zips 
it up and hangs it back up in his wardrobe. Absently he wipes 
a spec from a model of the S-1 and lies down to do his 
Christmas cards ~ a photo of him with the S-1. 


INT. NORTH POLE - SANTA’S BEDROOM ~ NIGHT j 
Santa, in pyjamas, is struggling wearily with 4am wrapping. j 
ú SANTA 

Tuti suh..Lost the..Do I need to do - 
these? It’s cheques for the boys and s 

a book token for father. Um..this is XJ 


yours dariing I was a bit short o 
time. .Receip: inside if it’s not. g^ 


He hands her a badly weep ed easily. 


MRS SANTA 
..A scarf? Oh, thank 


younger her, ina 
igon his 1950's 
similar’ Ones in a 

he door. He 'stáres-at it. 


On the bedside table is a photo 
scarf, young Santa ”s arm around 
sleigh. She adds the new s 
drawer. Santa hangs his sui 


SANTA 
This figurel gy..I'm not 
just a ee h a suit am I? 


Of course not, dear 
es 
cá anta! And retire..I mean 
ld I? I’m..I’m..essential! 


Neth idea you thought I might.. 
“Thanaranat would I do a11 day?! 


MRS. SANTA 
NSS -we could spend more time 
together. Some couples take up 
gardening. It’s a little tricky at 
the North Pole, but you can do an 


awful lot in containers..And 
there's Steve and Arthur.. 


SANTA 
Arthur. Oh dear. What a puzzle. 


(pause) ORE) 
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SANTA (CONT'D) 
I'm still very much up to the job 
Margaret. Ho ho hoooaah.. 
(becomes huge yawn) 
Goodness. Night dear. 


MRS. SANTA 
(switching off light) 
Good night, Malcolm. 
ARTHUR (V.0.) 
Dear Gwen... 
INT. NORTH POLE - FAQ OFFICE - NIGHT 


Arthur sits miserably trying to writing a letter. 


ie ARTHUR Q ) 
: ue to a minor problem with Santa’s 
““ Special Magic, your Pink Glitter N 


ike won't get to you on time. It’s 
not that-Santa forgot you or burned 
up in a/horrifying ball of.. No! NO) 


INVALID PICK UP ADDRESS’. On (UP: 
DHS: ‘DELIVERY UNAVAILABLE DEC% 
frustration; a shelf of Christmai 


GRANDSANTA ( 
What's all this kadood: 


Arthur turns. Grandsanta’ 


She’s been ed! Steve says we 
can’t get to her, he and Dad racked 


their brains, it it’s impossible! 
- a 
Hal 1 jew it! So much for yer 
her’s/fancy-pants techmology! 
(punches air in glee) 


Drõpp a clanger! I’d like to show 
‘imlg.You know, maybe I could, too.. 


an idea forming. But Arthur’s wrapped up with Gwen. 


ARTHUR 
In two hours she’s going to wake up, 
tear downstairs and search under the 
tree, and the look on her face! 
(does it, imagining) 
But there's NOTHING THERE! She won’t 
understand. She'll think she's the 
one kid in the whole world that Santa 
doesn’t care about. Like she doesn’t 
matter. She'll feel so..left out. 
(MORE) 
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ARTHUR (CONT'D) 
(looks at Santa on wall) 
On Christmas night he comes! Gwen 
can’t not have a present from Santa! 


Grandsanta’s not really listening. His face is alight. 


GRANDSANTA 
D’you know Arthur..there is a way! 


ARTHUR 
How? It’s impossible! 


GRANDSANTA 
They used to say it was impossible 
to teach women to read! Follow me. 


INT. NORTH POLE - OLD CORRIDOR - NIGHT 


And there in all its glory, s inĝ of magic: the 
original old sleigh!! It’s gorge eserved and polished 
like a vintage car. A brass plate h@y.front reads ‘Eve’. 
Grandsanta flips an old Bakelite í wi ý na, the sleigh is 


bathed in the glow of a bargi „eyes twinkle. 


Arthur steps towards sleigh, marvelling. Rudolph sniffs. 


The sith actual sleigh! I 


thou se scrapped years ago! 
op SRANDSANNEA 
ene ed glint) 


Ca gi else. 


ARTHUR 
ce birch and Arctic Balsa, 
A bz 1854, able to reach 50,000mph 
ata height of 40,000 feet — uugh! 


P a ch turns again despite his wonder. Grandsanta’s 
gglíng wheezily with a big rusty drum with peeling label. 
Strug helps. They lift it onto the sleigh. 


ARTHUR (CONT'D) 


‘Potash of Carboniloroxy 
Amilocitrate’..Oh! Magic dust! 
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GRANDSANTA 
Mined from the Aurora Borealis. 


ARTHUR 
But..she doesn’t still..go? Š 
Grandsanta grins, eyes twinkling, and opens a further door. 
They stare through into a cobwebby stables. Eight reindeer 
shuffle like horses in the hay. Arthur looks in nervous awe. 


GRANDSANTA 
See ʻem? Not just a hobby. Great- 
great-great grandchildren of the 
original eight! 


Grandsanta grabs A BRASS HORN off a hook. He shakes it. A 
dead mouse falls out. He blows. It’s weak, but beauti: 5 j 


q GRANDSANTA (CONT’D) 
‘With a little old driver so lively 
and“ quick, I knew in a moment it 


must, be Saint Nick!’ Y 
(Arthur joins tentatively) XJ 
“..More rabid than eagles, his 7 

coursers they*came, And he whistl F 

and shouted ánd called them by 
name: Dasher!’ . 4 


GRANDSANTA ( 
Dancer!...Prancer! Er. 4 
others called? La 
remember. Bamb. 
with the white e 
Not you Rudolph u bag 
Round them up Arthug 


(ré oiling in panic) 
big animals.. 
àa lot of antlers! 


yp GRANDSANTA 
on't get bit, mind - they 
11 fear. Let’s hitch ‘em up. 


ARTHUR 
(gushing in wonder again) 
Oh Grandsanta! You can go to Gwen! 


On the old sleigh with reindeer and 
‘NS magic dust..It’s a miracle! 
GRANDSANTA 
You're coming too, lad. 


ARTHUR 
(stops dead, thunderstruck) 
Me?! On THAT? Pulled by THEM? UP 
THERE?! No no, no way! 
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GRANDSANTA 
I’m 136! I can’t do it on me own, I 
need an elf! 


ARTHUR 
I can't fly a sleigh! I can’t even 
ride a bike without stabilisers! 


GRANDSANTA 
I'm the Santa, you don’t fly 
anything, just pull a few levers. 
Simple as Susan. Come on lad, live 
a little! 


ARTHUR á 
I have only lived a little, that's 
the problem! I know — let's wake j 
. Steve, he'll.. 


Ad ee GRANDSANTA 
Noll He thinks my Evie’s a relic! 


He won’ t me go. I was grounded O 


in 1962 't ask! But Evie can 
get us thére lad. We’ll show ‘em! 

(new tone} manipulating) 
Think of yor 
there, chewing ‘hii 
worry over this gif; 
want to help? Be part 
once? Make him proud? 


ARTHUR . 


I can'tt T can’t. I CAN'T. 
EXT. NORTH PO: = N á 


We're at : , faded old Union Jack flag. There's a 
CLANKING. Phy und shakes. Snow shakes from an ice mound to 
Fir ite to an old elevator shaft. The cage opens. 


D IG MILITARY DRUM BEAT 


SCORE? 


ght beautiful young reindeer emerge, snorting the 


ai tii ir! Behind, in his sleigh, sits Grandsanta, alone, 


fi , proud, in his World War I red uniform — Santa 
again ae ‘tuffed in the back seat is Rudolph, beside a Stocking 
Filler. The passenger seat is empty. 


GRANDSANTA 
Ready? 
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ARTHUR (0.C.) 
(muffled) 
No! 


Now we see. At the bottom of the sleigh a white~knuckled hand 
grips the side for dear life. Arthur, fan-boy of Christmas, 
is flattened to the floor in the foot-well, his arm round 
Gwen's bike, eyes screwed shut, shaking like a leaf! 


Grandsanta flicks the reins. The reindeer trot forward. 


ARTHUR (O.C) (CONT’D) 
You promise, not too fast! Or high! 
Or bumpy, I get travel sick! And 
I’m allergic to snow! 


GRANDSANTA 
-Ye baubles. And you a son of Santa! 


dentures i crazily. But he’s grinning with jo 


JJJARTHUR (0.C) NJ 
My*limited edition slippers 


ry slippers on! 
Nozzle at the 
ud. They float up! 


The sleigh-picks up speed, juddering wildly. FAN 


Waait! í 


front sprays the reindeer 


GRANDSANTA ' 
Dash! DASH! DAAAAAS| 


ARTHUR g” 
STOP! STOP! 


Gl 
WHOOHOOOOO#! 
> 


Away they climb into. florious night sky, Grandsanta 
whooping, Arthuxsisc: ng, leaving a trail of shining dust. 


INT. BA TRELEW - NIGHT 


Gwen stirs, ag) pene an eye sleepily. She looks down to her 
3 y g yet. She rolls over. 


i ENG 


C SKIES — NIGHT 


CAPT :)5.36am. Arctic Circle. Distance to Trelew, Cornwall: 
Ae miles. Time to sunrise: 2 hours 3 minutes. 

The sleigh lurches, shaking like an old car. The reindeer are 
pulling in all directions, tumbling the sleigh crazily. 


ARTHUR 
AAAAAAAAAAAH! PUT ME DOOOWN! 
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Grandsanta roars with laughter, shouting back at the Pole. 


GRANDSANTA 
I can still do it! See? WHO'S SANTA 
NOW?! HO HO HO! 
(to Arthur in footwell) 
What’s the matter, boy? You look 
like you’ve swallowed a snowman! 


ARTHUR 
I'm..having a..heart attack..Uurgh! 


He's nearly sick. Grandsanta laughs, nodding to the reindeer. 
GRANDSANTA 


They've never flown before! Just 
gotta break them in.. 


ARTHUR 
thing's..falling to bits! 


scattering seals and losin 
screams, but like a kid oi 
level again, there's almo 
his intention. He makes a s 


(CONT'D) 
COME AWAY! AWAY! 


The reindeer get a and start to get co-ordinated! 
The score EE E majestic theme. Rudolph sits up and 
barks with joy The d billows in Grandsanta’s suit and 
beard — and. Me the bigger, younger Santa he once was! 
Arthur, hoj t to his arm, Gwen’s bike between them, 
looks up at with new admiration. 


GRANDSANTA (CONT'D) 
ok Arthur! All those stars. We’re 
one of ‘em now - a shooting star! I 
used to be the only man in the 
À world who could fly. These days any 
- Tom, Dick or Harriet can hop on a 
a hairyplane. But they don't even 
look out the window. 


Arthur looks, still terrified. But he sees. It is wondrous. á 
In a glorious flying sequence, they soar over a moonlit world 
of snow; over glaciers, sea and icebergs, the distant lights 
of a lone Arctic trawler in the pack ice. 
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Ice gives way to ocean. Grandsanta swoops close to the water. 
Phosphorescence glows; a whale jumps. Ahead is coastline. 
Little towns glimmer with the coloured lights of Christmas. 


GRANDSANTA (CONT’D) 
Lever number two, lad! 


Screwing up his courage, Arthur lets go of Grandsanta and 
hurls himself with a whimper at the lever. He strains. An old 
canvas painted with night sky unrolls beneath the skis — 
‘camouflage’. For a tiny instant, Arthur lets go his grip to 
punch the air like Grandsanta, before grabbing a rail again. 


ARTHUR 
Woohoo! 


i” 
GRANDSANTA 1 
You're a Claus now son! Want a go 
on the reins? 
: ARTHUR 


‘(inst intly) ~N 
NO!! 4 NJ 
Grandsanta chuckles. H He:lights a gas-lamp, Scéime 
thic 


and pulls out a brass sextant, ee an 
strangely folded parchmen' 


GRANDSANTA . 
Hello, my old beauties 
does this child live? 


ARTHUR 
23 Mimosa Avenue; Tre. 


GRANDS: A 
Latitude and longit , Lad! I'm 
ea he stars! 


Can't we ive south to 
eS ask the way? 
GRANDSANTA 
ed; despairs of him) 


ig aunt Betty. Want to help 
mi e a snowman? 


ARTHUR 
on the ground? Yes please! 


santa dives the sleigh into a cloud bank! He pulls 
jlever. Steam blasts from a pipe. He flies in crazy 
5. Arthur yells again, arms over his head. 


patt 


But when they bursts into clear air again we see Grandsanta 
has sculpted the clouds into an enormous snowman! 


Arthur’s yells turn to laughter. Grandsanta laughs too, and 
sculpts a Marilyn Monroe in a blowing dress! He winks, then 
loops past her lips, kissing her as he goes! 
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Arthur gazes at Grandsanta. This crabby old man is an artist, 
a romantic - Santa! Grandsanta holds his gaze.* 


GRANDSANTA 
Oh, I’ve missed this. Sometimes, me 
and Evie, we'd dip down over a 
forest, and skim from treetop to 
treetop like a stone on a lake, 
shaking the snow up into clouds! 


For a moment Arthur’s fear is forgotten. Both turn forward. 


GRANDSANTA AND ARTHUR 
i 


Coming at them above the clouds is a huge round -XO 


INT./EXT..SLEIGH, TORONTO SKYLINE - CONTINUOUS 


Grandsanta’/dives, the sleigh under the UFO. But when! j 
break out béneath the cloud, we see it’s in Fact Se U deck 
of the CN Tower! The: ‘re in a city, in a maze of kys apers! 


Tower-blocks pylons, cables, billboards — 
Grandsanta’s never seen! ‘It! i 


seemed he might cope, the roll: réð 
And worse, Grandsanta’s madly gun 


ARTHUR 
AAAAH! They can 


me way!.. 
Wooaaah! Camouflag ver boy, over , 
there! Oh -.where's it gone? Sure 
it was that de..Er - that one! 


Arthur pulls the lever, foghorn sounds. 
GRANDSANTA (CONT'D) 


at one..or that one! Oh 
anything! 


What? Anthi tugs a lever. It comes off in his hand! Printed 
on Va words ‘Emergency Take Off’. Grandsanta shrugs. 


GRANDSANTA (CONT'D) 
r ` Just toss it over the side! Whoops! 
\ tares at Grandsanta in panic: is he mad? His stomach 
aves’ He sees the lever: ‘CAMOUFLAGE’. He wrenches it. 


Wooden painted panels flap round the sleigh, disguising it as 
an old steam train! Now they can’t see out! 


GRANDSANTA (CONT’D) 
Other way! This is a ground disguise! 
Can’t see a thing! Ha ha ha!.. 
(they smash something) 
(MORE) 
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GRANDSANTA (CONT'D) 
Makes you feel alive eh?! Slow, 
beasts! SLOW! Ruddy amateurs! 


ARTHUR 
WHERE ARE WE?! 


GRANDSANTA 
No idea! Wasn’t here last time! 


Arthur stares. - he didn’t know there was a city?! He strains 
at the lever. SMACK! They hit the street, ripping a bit of 
camouflage to reveal a sign: ‘TORONTO WELCOMES CAREFUL DRIVERS’ 


ARTHUR 
Toronto? Aaaaah! 


Another sign flashes: ‘YOUR CURRENT SPEED: 16,987 MPH% 
alarms sound and speed cameras flash as they whizz thro 
red lights, Then the ‘steam train’ careers into the s 


SPs ARTHUR (CONT’D) i > 
Why. are we in TORONTO, we're going h 
to ENGLAND?! ` 
finally budges the hep ore sleigh 
‘cottage, then afishi oat... 


..And out again. Arthu: 

turns into a beamed Tui 
Always come through F 
lives here! Ah! That's the 


Arthur’s found an air disguise — 


“birds. He grabs 
the map. What's going on?! 7 


INT. TORONTO AIR TRAFFIC COW 


TR 


CONTINUOUS 


A lone AIR TRAFFIC CONTROLLER Sits feet up, reading “AS 
Christmas Carol.' A tfnytshape zips crazily round his radar 
screen. He glancés over, d bangs it. Must be a malfunction. 


INT. /EXT. ney ITO SKYLINE - CONTINUOUS 
SMACK! They#@o1 1" with a window cleaner’s cage. Dirty water 


tips over he ¿s slippers. A harness snaps and a reindeer 
ti 


ends up.on the cage! Grandsanta shrugs. Arthur looks back 
horrif ave ‘Bye’. He starts unfolding the map..wWhat? 


ARTHUR 
Toronto's not even on here! It says 
Iroquois Indian settlement! 
Arabia. .Constantinople..’Here be 
Cannibals’..How old is this thing? 


GRANDSANTA 
Got to watch out for cannibals! 
(sees what Arthur’s doing) 
No! Fold it up quick! It’s the 
biggest map in the world! 
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But caught by the wind the map blows open. It’s enormous, 
covering the sleigh! Arthur’s had enough. He grabs a lever 
marked ‘BRAKE’, and tugs it. The map blows right away! 


GRANDSANTA (CONT'D) 
NOT THE BRAKE...! 


Too late. The reindeer stop running, the magic dust cuts out 
and the sleigh stops dead in mid-air. They drop like a stone 
toward a low-rise mall...but bounce off a huge Santa 
inflatable on its roof! They shoot away from the city. 


EXT. SKY/COUNTRYSIDE - NIGHT 
Darkness and fog. Snow falls. A sound: Arthur being sick. (2) 


Caption: 5.48 am. Somewhere, North America. Time to sunri 
1 hour 51 mins Number of reindeer: 7. Number of ei, 


b7 Se ARTHUR (0.S.) 
Slower! Lower! 


“GRANDSANTA (0.S.) J 
Ye baubles! You big girl’s blouse á 


Battered and bashed, the sleigh creeps out: fog. Arthur 
crouches in total shock, dizzy’’and naus@ous, ipping a rail 
so tight it comes off in his hand., Where Snowflakes hit his 
face he’s got a rash. A shape looms allengsite — it's a COW! 
Reveal the sleigh is flying thre ff the ground above a 


field! The cow overtakes. Seb re The shame of it. 


My skin’s burning is slippers 


Call yers aus? If yer brother 
could “See en 11 have kids of | 
her own by the’time we get there! 


Arthur clutch: bap — e, wretched. Another cow leans in and 
chews his ski „dHe yelps. Then peers out. They're so lost. 


ARTHUR 


GRANDSANTA 
Pass my precious Santa family 
heirloom map and I'll tell you! 


ARTHUR 
I'm sorry. But the map was ancient. 
It didn’t even have Australia! 


GRANDSANTA 


We weren't going to Australia! 
‘Spose I’m ancient too am I? 
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ARTHUR 
We're on the wrong continent. And 
we really hurt Toronto. Ugh. 


GRANDSANTA 
Pizzlesticks. That’s my route. The 
treaty of Lapland 1786 clearly says 
no building in Santa's path shall be 
more than one hundred elves high! 


Clunk! A bit falls off the sleigh. They look back at it. 
GRANDSANTA (CONT’D) 


I’m not creeping home to bed crying 
like a cranberry after five minutes. 


This is fun lad! 
ARTHUR 
But without a map... 
Gees GRANDSANTA 
You’re the elf. ‘Requisition’ one. \) 
ARTHUR à 
You mean..steal? Me, go into a at, 4 


shop..and steal..from a person’ 
What would dad think i 


GRANDSANTA à 
Suit yourself! Home we go! Oooh 
What's that noise? D’ you Hearty 
Arthur? The sound of afli gi 
sobbing? Sorry Gwénmne: 3 ar, 

ARTHUR 
Ok OK! Urgh. .D’ you, 
to go far to find some 


EXT. RURAL IDAHO®- GAS STATION FORECOURT - NIGHT 


CAPTION: 6.01 
direction. T: 


"Da: m, Idaho. 1660 miles in the wrong 
to sunrise: lhour 38minutes. 


A gas sta "stands in a pool of light. The sleigh, 
disguised asy "1920's tram, sits a little away. 


InT./EXT GAS STATION WINDOW - CONTINUOUS 


+ Out of the mist comes a weird figure. CCTV screens 

te zy close ups of a red blotchy face in a tight hood and 

huge furry feet. Behind Bob are myriad cuttings and photos of 

UFO sightings. Arthur, who's never been out of the North Pole 
before, is rigid with nerves. He reads the man’s tag. 


B, huge fierce RED-NECK ATTENDANT, in a t-shirt featuring 
añ al face and the word ‘BELIEVE’, looks up from his paper 
an 
show «fi 


ARTHUR 
Merry Christmas..Bob Harrington! 
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BOB 
Christmas? Freakin’ hate it. 


He spits. Never having heard this sentiment Arthur laughs his 
big honking laugh. Then stops. Bob stares harder. Huh? 


ARTHUR 
I..I need a map. With the whole 
world on. Specially cities. And some 
travel sick pills if..er..that’s.. 


Eying him, Bob puts the items in the tray with a ‘Free Novelty 
Keyring’. Arthur grabs the pills and takes one. Bob scowls. 


BOB 


Have you thieved my pill?! 
ARTHUR S j 


Oh! Um..SO sorry..never been in a 
shop before. Is it..’money’ first? 


+o" sa BOR \ 
Twenty dollars fifty cents. Now. ` h 


ARTHUR 
Right. The thing is..ahem..I we 
wondering..as an 'idea..if you 
like to..give them. ti 
present. For Christmas: 


BOB 4 
Give them to you? A pres. 


Sure. Let me giftwrap 


He whips out a gun, aims 


INT. SLEIGH, IDAHO 


Grandsanta checks hi Q 


INT./EXT. GAS 3 pe - MOMENTS LATER 


Arthur’s gi Sead gunpoint, staring at the ticking clock. 
ARTHUR 
4 P e, 


h. Time’s ticking. Where is he? 


let me go, I'm in such a 
rry, there's this little girl.. 


BOB 
I've rarely cared less. 


ARTHUR 
I’m on a vital mission, I must get 
to the other side of the world in 
an hour, I can't explain, it’s the 
Prime Directive! 
(off Bob’s stunned look) 
Where I’m from we don’t have money. 
(MORE) 
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ARTHUR (CONT'D) 
But I got you a present Bob 
Harrington! For Christmas! 


Shaking, he puts the Stocking Filler device in the tray. 
Gingerly Bob reaches inside and pulls out a chunky doll-like 
figure. Arthur’s eyes pop with surprise. So do Bob’s. 
Standing on the counter, is Bryony the Elf! A stowaway! Bob 
stares. A humanoid..pointy ears..bug eyes..high-tech gear..! 
BRYONY 
(like captured soldier) 
I am a four year old child! my 


pointy ears are the result of a 
medical condition! I am NOT an elf! 


Beat.. Whop! She bops him and wriggles under the glass! Q) 
INT. SLEIGH, GAS STATION FORECOURT — NIGHT 
Arthur races‘to!the tram, Bryony under his arm. He Lea) in. 


YV 


As they take off, camoufla: 
of the sleigh! Arthur's look: 
she fires two shoulde; 


> 


INT. GAS STATION ~~ ous 
Stunned, ecsta: now on the phone, watches a strange 


object in tl izz upward in a sparkling cloud. 


BOB 
J@e?/I had Christmas with an alien! 


SLEIGH, SKY OVER IDAHO - CONTINUOUS 


GRANDSANTA 
Map boy! Did you get a MAP? 


ur holds out not the map - but the keyring. From it 
dangles a one-inch wide globe, with a sticker marked ‘FREE.’ 


ARTHUR 
I couldn't steal from Bob. I feel 
awful about this, you're only meant 
to get them with purchases. 

(MORE) 
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ARTHUR (CONT'D) 
(off Grandsanta’s look) 
..It is..completely up to date.. 


GRANDSANTA 
(beat) 
You may be the worst man I’ve ever 
had under my command. It’s as much 
use as a cheese chopstick! 


Bryony hauls herself back over the front of the sleigh. 


BRYONY 
Sir! You need an elf to fly the 
sleigh! You shouldn’t do it on your 
own sir, you need someone useful.. 


Grandeante and Bryony look at Arthur. He takes her point. 


BRYONY (CONT’D) 
You: iwon”t let a child be missed sir! 


(salutes smartly) r 
In Santa I Believe! ` 


Grandsanta salutes ffed up, loving this. Fe AN bit of 
respect! From her Elf pack she > pulls out an cé) 


are brilliant! They 


the world! 
so clever! Now 
This is MUCH bet 
ancient map that’s % 


a mad old 
out of date! 


Uh oh. Wrong I to sa Grandsanta takes the HoHo. Pause. 


SANTA 
The Soc techmology..it’s 
unreliab 


orror he bashes it hard. The back breaks, 
fall out over the side of the sleigh. 


N GRANDSANTA (CONT'D) 
thinks he’s so nifty your brother 
with his electrickery..but pull his 
plug out and woof! Bye-bye Barbara! 
I’m the Santa here, we're doing this 
my way. Stars, and a map! 


He grabs the tiny globe and a fat silver marker pen from 
Bryony’s kit and draws a thick line from America to England. 


ARTHUR 
You said it was useless! 
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GRANDSANTA 
You're sacked! This Elf has 
respect. Up front! 
Arthur swaps places with perky Bryony. He looks at the old 
man with serious worry, then yelps as the sleigh shoots away. 
INT. NORTH POLE - STEVE’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 
Steve has fallen asleep reading. His HoHo3000 device beeps. 


STEVE (TO HOHO3000) 
Hello?..WHAT? How did you find out? 


INT. CORRIDOR — CONTINUOUS Q 
eee DOROTHY (TO COMMUNICATOR) S 


“Cos when they went out, he left a 


door open. 
Reveal Security Ek Lage lor, a 


POLAR BEAR standin: 


CAPTION: 6.18 am. Atlantic Ocean. Pro! b 
Trelew: Between 100 and 7000 mil 


Distance to 


et lyte, Bryony. He 
pe ing’ through scarily. 


Grandsanta is mid-anecdote to hidf ns 
lifts his beard over his fa 


like this...and sho ‘I AM THE 
FLESH EATING PHANTOM OF YULETIDE 
RAARR!! ime that kid tried 
to shine aitorch on Santa’s face! 


FE Y 
1 AR giftwrap my head like 


Ha nal 
a mumay! fook Arthur. Raarr! 


randsanta takes the tiny globe and sextant. 
He's s , 7 Arthur can tell. He peers out. In the ocean 
and ringed with white sand and palm trees. 


below 
f w ARTHUR 


D'you have any idea where we are? 


Arthur j 


GRANDSANTA 

Ruddy cheek! We’re...almost there! 
Nearly across the Atlantic. That's 
the big wet thing down there, son. 

(winks; to Bryony) 
You see, I take the North Star 
there as a fixed point.. 

(points out bright star) 
..Then I plot my bearings from..um.. 
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As he speaks the ‘North Star’ moves rapidly across the sky! 


ARTHUR 
That’s a plane! 


GRANDSANTA 
Nitpicking! 

ARTHUR 
And I'm sure there are no palm 
trees near England! 


GRANDSANTA 
Course there are! Globular warming! 


ARTHUR 
Grandsanta please, the line on that 
..globe is five thousand miles wide! P h 
Grandsanta s how to win this argument. He’ soars, into 
loop the loop!’ Arthur screams! Bryony cheers and lan Ó 


YONY 

Arthur oi got vertigo on a a Adda 
He climbed up’to. put a star a a 
Christmas tre a ti 


AH! Land ahoy! There! Tó: u ti 


EXT. GRASSY PLAIN - NIGHT 


The sleigh lands among bus 
Arthur shakes his head. A 


zig we're a reindeer 
sr 


Defiantly besg down and hobbles off. Bryony follows. We 
hear the oud Prampet ing of an elephant. The pair walk on. 
ARTHUR 
France? 
GRANDSANTA 


BONJOUR! OU EST LE BOULANGERIE? 


Bryony pulls aside the undergrowth. Beyond is a vast plain of 
giraffes, elephants, baboons. Grandsanta sticks his chin out. 


GRANDSANTA (CONT'D) 
Paris Zoo..! 


Bob Osher 060209 


© Aardman Animations ARTHUR CHRISTMAS - Draft 3 45 


ARTHUR 
That's Africa! I've seen it ona 
stamp! You brought us to Africa! 
Oh, er, NO! Rudolf no! You're very 
+-oh dear..nice reindies..steady.. 


Huge Rudolf climbs on Arthur's knee. He can’t see a thing. 
The ndeer skitter agitated. What’s wrong? Bryony gulps. 


BRYONY 
Um..If this is Paris Zoo..then 
we're in the lion enclosure! 


Arthur shoves his head past Rudolph. And hyperventilates. 
Grandsanta and Bryony are surrounded by a pride of lions! 


GRANDSANTA 
I see! Right..Um. It’s all under J 


control! They won't eat me, I’m 
Santa! Lie down! Ho ho ho! 


A lion growls fiercely. The pack close in. mom AE 
` @°GRANDSANTA (CONT'D) 
Do you know vwho.I am? Ah..em..D'y Q 


look ‘em in ‘th 
submissively? Or: i 
Elf! Do something! ‘Prime Di 


BRYONY 
‘Santa mustn’t be seen. 


More Prime than dsanta .” 
mustn't be eaten 


BRYONY E 
I mainly wra sir..I am good, I can 
do a Pa to} action figure with 
one of” of paper and no scissors! 


oe 
FA. pond ke the Elf! 
ing desperate) 

O SOMETHING! 


Arthur; 1 2E who's scared of reindeer, tackle LIONS?! 
How? .He f hly tries his pockets, shaking and gibbering. 
as 


All, ht is a flashing snowman and some tinsel. 


ARTHUR 
They’re going to eat Grandsanta! 
And Bryony! And we'll never get to 
Gwen! It’s the worse Christmas 
ever! What would dad do? 


The lions make to pounce. Arthur squirms helplessly. 
GRANDSANTA 


Arthur! ATTACK! Fight them! I’m too 
young to die! Save Santa! ARTHUUUR! 
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He can't possibly help. But - he can’t possibly not. 


INT. NORTH POLE MISSION CONTROL - NIGHT 


The vast space is empty, lights low. Steve paces furiously 
sipping espresso. In comic backward jump-cuts, Peter plays 
CCTV stills of Arthur hauling the sleigh with Grandsanta in, 
stuffing Rudolph in, loading Gwen’s bike. Steve hits a desk. 


STEVE 
The idiots! I said it can't be done! 


PETER 
Old people sir! We should leave ‘em 


out on the ice to die! . 
STEVE a 
We have a finer comms array than the A 


“Pentagon and you say we can’t reach 
them except some by crazy ancient.. 


Ernie Clicker, 


ERNIE, the oldest 
>. He wheeses slowly in. 


If you thought Grandsanta was dodde: 
Elf ever, in pyjamas adorned in medal: 


ERNIE 
‘ead of Polar Co 
missions! Awar 
twice. Crikey 


Grandad saw some I remember 
‘im as a nipper, once’ he put fake 
dog-do in his, dad’s“hat an’.. 


® ste 

Wow! We 
pa 

IE 


O; th in a hurry ain't you? I 
cé telf. You wanna watch me, I'm a 
1 Coo, look at this place! 


atch up soon. Now.. 


ii 
As hei Die HË soto up a big cobwebby contraption, a sort of 
te- 


locomotive, same vintage as the sleigh. He 
its old wire in a socket, making his hair stand up. 


STEVE 
It's ridiculous. That..relic! In my 
Mission Control! Can we hurry this? 


The Signalator hums into life. Colourful signal flags pop up. 
ERNIE 
Ooh you can't rush the Signalator. 


Got to play ‘er gentle, like a 
woman. So, what do you wish to say? 
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EXT. SERENGETI - CONTINUOUS 


ARTHUR 
(singing, very gently) 
Silent Night, Holy Night.. 


CAPTION: 6.22am. Serengeti National Park, Tanzania. Distance 
to Trelew: 4330 miles. Time to sunrise: 1 hour 17 minutes. 


In the only way he can think of, Arthur tackles the lions. By 
singing them a carol. Heart in his mouth, he creeps towards 
Grandsanta and Bryony, singing shakily. Is he mad?! 


ARTHUR (CONT'D) 
«Brought the world peace tonight.. 


In one hand he swings the flashing snowman from the piece 1 
tinsel. The lions stare hypnotised..Then to a11 their . 
amazement, one sits down! Bryony and Grandsanta join an 


si ARTHUR, BRYONY AND GRANDSANTA 
Sleep Heavenly Peeeeace... 

One by one the lions lie down till at last t:i NZa 

lies quietly. On the African plain, there's st; magical 

Christmas night moment. of peace. The tri xchan glances. 


ARTHUR ; 
(singing to same“ ‘tune 
Back to the sleigh, quié 


from a matching contrapti 
the Pole! The lions go C] y e tea at Grands 
Bryony giftwraps its head, fihéshing with a bow. 


“But 


the sleigh bashing the flags with its paw! 


Another at is. 


INT., MISSION CONTROL - CONTINUOUS 
e ae crazily on Ernie's Signalator! 


ERNIE 
Something's coming through! 


STEVE 
What does it say?! 


ERNIE 


‘We are low on turnips. Please 
advise.’ 
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EXT. SERENGETI - CONTINUOUS 


While Arthur holds the lions at bay with a gravy-scented 
slipper, Bryony fights a baboon for Gwen's bike! She ties it 
to a tree with ribbon, then draws the lions off by cycling 
round. Arthur gets Grandsanta on to the sleigh, she leaps on, 
the reindeer break into a gallop. Arthur taps the Signalator. 


ARTHUR 
Why did this thing go off? 


GRANDSANTA 
Up the swanny. Hit by Ack-Ack fire 
in “36. Emergency Take-off! NOW! 


ARTHUR F 
Um..we lost that one in Toronto.. à 


Grandsanta „yanks the reins, but they crash into trees 
more reindeer“are torn free! As the sleigh lifts off, 3 
pair gallop: away:across the plain with a lion in ~~ 


ty) 


JARTHUR (CONT'D) NJ 
No, waithLook! N 
GRANDSANTA m C/ 
EN 
the 


dtist drum to the edge 
er. They fly 


WOW! It works on 


Arthur and Bryony laugh in wohdér at the joyous sigh’ 
cloud of floating animals! Arthur’s exultant. They’rd 
He did something rig! andsanta reaches for the tiny 
globe. Without thinking, Arthur throws it out of the sleigh. 


` RYONY (CONT'D) 
pn Góói é Barbara. 


INT. /EXT. SL SKY ~ NIGHT 


CAPTION: 26 Fé Atlantic Ocean. Again. Time to sunrise: 1 
hour 13 minutes. Number of Reindeer: 5. 


The battered sleigh judders like a faltering plane. 
Back up)front with Bryony, every jolt makes Arthur jump. 
Yon! crudely sticks the HoHo3000 back together with 

Guz tatae tape and batteries from his flashing snowman. 


GRANDSANTA 
Ridiculous. A comptooter in my 
sleigh! One little mistake. Lots of 
people would love to see Africa! 
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ARTHUR 
They would, it’s amazing! But not 
if they’ve only got an hour and 
they were meant to be in.. 
(types address into Hoho) 
.-Mimosa Avenue..Trelew... 


STEVE’S RECORDED VOICE (ON HOHO) 
Proceed to the highlighted route. 


GRANDSANTA 
Uh? HIM! Not on your nobblets! I'd 
rather not get there at all, than 
take orders from Andrew the Android! 


Bryony’s shocked. She’s becoming unsure of this Santa. Qy 


‘ STEVE’S RECORDED VOICE (ON HOHO) 
.in. 500 yards, ascend 50 feet. 


STEVE'S RECORDED V 
1368 miles..then sligh 


Keep trying! All 
child. In 600 million! 


q ERNIE 
P should turn her off a mo. 


PETER 
Children are idiots sir. Either it 
won't know it got missed or it’ll 
think it’s been bad. It’s a win win. 


ERNIE 
You missed one? A nipper? Coo er! 
Someone's been a silly. What’s all 
this ‘ere for if you miss one?! 


STEVE 
Could you please type faster? 
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Ernie types. Suddenly sparks fly, flags ping. A crackle zaps 
down the cable. BANG! They’re plunged into darkness. Pause. 


STEVE (0.C. IN DARK) (CONT’D) 
Mission Control..It’s..foolproof.. 


ERNIE (O.C. IN DARK) 
Oops-a-daisy! 


STEVE (0.C. IN DARK) 
Peter. Let me go of my hand please. 


PETER (O.C. IN DARK) 
Yes, sir. Sorry, sir. 


STEVE (0.C. IN DARK) y 
And get me I.T. 


EXT. TOWN — NIGHT - LATER 


The sleigh wobbles over the sea. There's a coast inden d 


“STEVE'S RECORDED VOICE (ON®HOI 
Descend 1000 feet to destination. | 


There’s a town. They swing’ lower. There’ ign’ ‘TRELEW’. 
Caption: 6.32am. Trelew. Time to 


e nutes. 


ARTHUR & BRYC 
Yaaaaaay!! 


Whoopee doo. 


They limp in shakily over th à following the streets, 


’S RECORDED VOICE (ON HOHO) 
In 100 y: t left..turn right. 
You N client's dwelling. 
Grandsanta makes a. igh landing, and pulls up in an alley. A 
chunk falls of: ur leaps out, hugging the ground in joy. 
ARTHUR 
le it! We're here! I survived! 


k GRANDSANTA 
What d'you mean survived? My Evie? 


. y ARTHUR 
i I’ll walk home! I”11 get a boat! 


But I am never getting back in that 
crasy flying deathtrap ever again! 


GRANDSANTA 
I see. Fine. I”11 be off then. 


He pushes Gwen’s bike out, and flings the Hoho after it. 
Bryony gapes. Arthur is dismayed. The old man is hurt. 
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ARTHUR 
Grandsanta..I didn’t mean it, it’s 
me not you! You have to deliver the 
present. It’s Christmas. You've got 
your special coat on. 


BRYONY 
You're our Santa. 


GRANDSANTA 
(sulking; stubborn) 
I said me and Evie could get here 
and we did. I showed you all! The 
rest is just elf-work. Go on 
Festive Freddie, sling your hook! 


Arthur’s at a loss. He takes the bike and turns to th ole?) 


GRANDSANTA (CONT'D) 
‘good: Right. Bye then. 


Sadly Arthur sets off. Bryony looks at Grandsanta, A down, 
then gets down and‘ ls behind Arthur. AY, 


EXT. TRELEW HOUSE - MOMENTS’ LATER d 


Arthur rounds a corner. And there 
awestruck. Inside, a kid is wait. 


io.23. He's 
ta. He whispers. 


take such a loa 


ARTHUR T 
I wish dad could see je would, 


(off Arthur’s J 
us. You give the orders. 


> 
Do I?.. I’m happy as an elf, 
really? Y know, just..part of it! 


Bryony ee eyes. Does she really have help this idiot? 


BRYONY 
~ <: you want to order me to go 


à ‘3 ‘ough the catflap? 
\ ARTHUR 
Oh. Er, yes! Great idea! 
ueezes through. The letterbox opens. She peeps out. 


BRYONY 
D’you want to tell me to let you in? 


ARTHUR 
Brilliant. Thanks Bryony. 


A rattle of locks. The door opens. An alarm starts to beep! 
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BRYONY 
D'you want to..quick! 


ARTHUR 
(hurried whisper) 
The alarm..definitely..yes! 


She shins up to the alarm box, opens it and stares at the 
wires. Beat. Shrugs. Then at lightning speed she wraps the 
bell to muffle it. The paper strains against the vibrations. 


INT. TRELEW HOUSE - NIGHT 

Arthur and Bryony creep through. Ahead is the sitting room. 
Slowly, Arthur opens the door, gripping Gwen's bike. And g” 
there's the Christmas tree. Arthur’s eyes shine, his ice 
alight. He can hardly breathe. Bryony looks at him. ` 


BRYONY 


IS; this your first time? ~~ 
He nods. She softer P ndly, she takes his hand and 1 lads 
him forward, acros room, to the pile web >} el . 


there, in the middle, is.a small bicyc 
North Pole paper. With a-tag. ‘Love from 


Arthur sinks to his knees in horrc e's already a 
present from Santa here!! “ 


RRRIINNNGGG! The paper’s come of: 


y ni WO-WO-WO-WOOF! A 
tiny yappy dog awakes, dashes infla: 


saps’ on- Arthur’s foot! 


EXT. TRELEW HOUSE - NIG 


Arthur struggles out of a ba window. But the dog. is 
his slipper! Bryony ises it off. 
> RYO! 
Wow, heli ee slippers even 


iúil as ou do. 
They dash down “the bheos, Bryony looking all around. 


d A BRYONY (CONT'D) 
en you put the address into the 
Hol 


á , what did you see? 
ARTHUR 
A list of Trelews. I just clicked 


on the first one.. 


ing round like her he suddenly clocks: a billboard in 
Spanish, a statue of Diego Maradona, a poster reading 'Vota 
Alcalde Domenguez, Para una mejor Trelew!'. 


BRYONY 
Which was not Trelew, England? Kind 
of basic, the right country! We’re 
in the wrong Trelew! 
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CAPTION: 6.39am Trelew, Argentina. Distance to Trelew, 
England: 7425 miles. Time to sunrise: 60 minutes 


There’s a siren. Then another, and another..they’re coming 
from every direction! There's a noise above - a police 
helicopter, with a searchlight! Then a news ‘copter! 


ARTHUR 
All cos we set off that alarm? 
r 
They skid into the alley. Grandsanta sits staring at the 
helicopters in horror. 


GRANDSANTA 
They've been watching us! They've 
seen Evie! 
Bryony. grabs the Hoho and tunes it to CNN. h 


A REPORTER (ON T.V.) 
sightings round the world in the 


last. hour-tracked the UFO to this \) 


BOB (ON, T.V.) 


It had these huge’ furry feet, we té 


‘I 


On CNN are CCTV stills of Arthur's bl chy “face with the 


strapline: ‘Have Aliens Come For (FE 


eport/on a screen. An albatross 
soars high over six newly awoken SUPPORT ELVES. 


Y I.T. ELF 
oring coming back up. 


U.S. ATC CHARLOTTE (SPEAKER) 
S r «Unidentified AC 
west on one six zero... 
Ae TORONTO AIR TRAFFIC CONTROL (SPEAKER) 
«Ground Control Toronto. I have 


calls reporting a..er..steam train 
flying around downtown.. 


N.O.R.A.D (SPEAKER) 
.-This is N.O.R.A.D, rogue AC on 
satellite. It's gone black over 
Argentina. This thing's going 
faster than anything we know of! 
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Steve and the Elves gape as screens come on. Every nation on 
earth is tracking the sleigh! News footage appears showing 
giraffes floating over an African power station. 


TANZANIAN NEWSREADER 
..the herd is now in Mozambique’s 
airspace, threatening the fragile 
peace between the two nations. 


STEVE 
Two billion items delivered, and we 
didn’t leave a footprint in the 
snow. And now..? 


NERDY I.T. ELF 


sir, we have 80% data loss. FR 
s, STEVE 


No,.no, we have eighteen pulse data 
reservoirs of a trillion terrabytes! 


NERDY I.T. ELF 


tipsy Ernié, trying to 
over his hip: flask. 


af 


We und@ér-presented! By one! 
Horrified taced) stare at him. Splat! An albatross 
i ig™shoulder. 


CNN NEWSREADER 
question on mankind's lips 
onight: where is this craft from? 
(over Arthur's CCTV face) 
And what does it want? 


(GENTINA STREETS (VARIOUS) — NIGHT 
ARTHUR 
(to reindeer) 
Um..Shoo! Go! England! Quickly! 
Grandsanta come out! 


But Grandsanta is in the back seat hiding under a rug! 
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Arthur yanks the reins clumsily, and the reindeer trot out of 
the alley. Terrified, he drops the reins at once! 


ARTHUR (CONT'D) 
Grandsanta! We can still get there! 
We just have to go faster..higher! 


BRYONY 
You've changed your tune. 


GRANDSANTA (0.C.) 
Leave me alone! It’s 1962 all over 
again! 


The sleigh is picking up speed. 


ARTHUR 
„What? Wooah.. " 


GRANDSANTA 
T töki Evie out for a spin. It was 
thè ‘Cuban. Missile Crisis, I On 
started a’ Mi iri That's why I was 


grounded! 
The sleigh careers down’ the road, reins f] Af >. come 
loose. A reindeer shakes free, and gallops 
ARTHUR i 
Fencer..er..Mincer! com 


no..Grandsanta! Get T 


He leans over and lifts Grand@a 


Ry into his seat. 


Oi! My new hip! 
Grandsanta ducks into the footwell. 


main street, headed for the town square. Sirens are headed 
toward them! Arthur grabs)the reins, shaking, eyes shut 


ae 1 GO UP!! Fly!! 
The policeycar, coming! They’re in plain view! But Arthur 


sees some e yanks the reins. They screech to a halt. 


ARTHUR (CONT'D) 
eeze! 


eze — right next to a Santa’s grotto! The cop cars 

st, ignoring them. Arthur relaxes the reins and the 
ed reindeer are off again, hurtling out of town, down a 
road. Bryony pumps magic dust. The sleigh lifts off! 


ARTHUR (CONT'D) 
Aaaggh! Grandsanta help! What about 
the sound of a little girl crying? 


GRANDSANTA 
Stone deaf. I’m 135. What's that? 
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Something is ringing. Bryony stares at the flashing HoHo. 


BRYONY 
It's Steve! They tracked my HoHo. 


GRANDSANTA 
Robot Roy! I’ll never hear the last 
of it! Tell him I’m not here! 


BRYONY (TO HOHO3000) 


(pressing ‘answer’ ) 
Grandsanta says he’s in bed.. 


INT. NORTH POLE - MISSION CONTROL - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS 


The sleigh’s passengers are on the big screen. Peter stan 
by Steve, supporting everything he says in nods and ge: j 


STEVE 
Hi! I’m looking for a missing relic? 


. /GRANDSANTA (ON SCREEN) 
(pops:-his head up) 
Steve. Three words: eee 


STEVE 
Is the first one 


ies, Grandsanta.. And 
they'll remember? 


Ae 
dit! 
ARTHUR (ON SCREEN) 


it'll ruin Gwen’s Christmas 
ta doesn’t come. 


STEVE 
Gwen. And for that you'd threaten my 
whole operation? 


PETER 


Our glorious future of absolute 
perfection! 
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GRANDSANTA (ON SCREEN) 
I tried to stop him! I said, if we're 
seen, there'll be TV Tommies all over 
the North Pole taking photos of your 
father in his long johns! There’d be 
no magic left then! 


PETER 
(nods to Steve) 
And he'll never get to be Santa! 


STEVE 
Get me an espresso Peter. 


INT. SLEIGH - CONTINUOUS 


ARTHUR 
Steve, this is good! We can get 
there! „The old sleigh is brilliant. 


INT. MISSION CONTROL E CONTINUOUS 


Grandsanta raises nia ayebuane - brilliant 
Arthur shows off the badly: bashed sleigh | 


ARTHUR (ON'SCR 
Look, Icelandic Birch:’fra 
Well anyway it goes re. 
even with bits missin: 
got quite a few 


and..and if I'm sick" 
sick in a bag! 


We Maic” hem sir. 
Y I.T. ELF 
Ci e, coulajorente a digital tunnel.. 
radar fields ..broadcast a 
catter cloud in their wake.. 


ARTHUR (ON SCREEN) 


cé What he said! It sounds great! 


ELF 3 
No-one missed sir! 


ELF 1 
All correct presents present and 
correct sir! 


s. 


57 


©) 


t?! - as 
o camera. 


The Elves spring into action, punching in 47785BXK to put 
satellite images of Gwen’s house on a big screen. Pause. All 
look at Steve. He hesitates, considers..An eager Elf pipes up. 
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ELF 3 
Grandsanta and Arthur would be the 
heroes of the night sir! 


That does it. NO WAY. Peter raises a fist! 


STEVE 
Come home now! The whole Gwen 
thing, it’s emotional thinking 
Arthur. If we all just gave into 
Christmas spirit there'd be chaos! 


INT. SLEIGH - CONTINUOUS 


ARTHUR 
We always do what you say! 4 
STEVE (ON HOHO) ` 
pad; eft me in charge little bro’. 


$ ARTHUR \ 
Santa'll want us to get to Gwen! VJ 
Ask him, -please! ». 


INT. MISSION CONTROL - CONTINUOUS 


STEVE 4 
(beat; smiles wryly)”, 
Arthur. Get real! This 


Santa's just a 
a suit. He's not 


NO!! He's lying awe 
beard off abo 


Beat. Steve presbes g)red ‘Santa’ button on a phone. 
\SANTA (O.S, ON ANSWERPHONE) 

Getting some shut-eye, 

33 not disturb um..till 

a not d that it dear? 


MRS SANTA (O.8.) 
có Malcolm. Press the red but... 
BLEEP. bur is stunned. Suddenly he rings off the HoHo. 


xX 4 STEVE 
Arthur?! What’s going on? 


ELF AT RADAR 
Heading oh-six-two..one-three- 
zero..oh-four..I’ve no idea sir! 
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EXT. SLEIGH - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS 


The sleigh banks and dives in a crazy pattern as Arthur and 
Grandsanta fight over the reins. 


GRANDSANTA 
Dash! North! We're going HOME! 


ARTHUR 
NO! Dad wants us to go! He’s wrong! 


BRYONY 
He’s not wrong. Your dad missed a 


child and went to bed! You saw! 
That's why I came. I want another 


Santa. But you're all RUBBISH! 
ARTHUR mm 

No! Santa’s the most caring man in 

the world! N 


-BRYONY 
So, why are you here and not him? 


Arthur stares. He has no’answer. He drops thi re . But 
Grandsanta yanks so hard, the an fli upside down! 


EXT. SAND DUNES - NIGHT 


Thump, thump! Grandsanta, Arthur, 
bike fall out onto sand dunes. The 
night sky. A long moment. 
across the sand. Abandoni 


Rudolph and Gwen's 
gh disappears into the 
gets up and walks away 
K e. z 


GRAND: 
Don’t leave me, 


Arthur keeps going, Py. 


SANTA (CONT'D) 
Bey coi n and his reindeer, on 
our Ne istmas! 


oe ae the decency to finish 
with a rock! 


Arthur oF = .then walks on. 


No. ‘S BEDROOM, TRELEW - NIGHT 

6.47am. Trelew, England. 
he stirs. Only half-awake, she crawls to the end of her bed 
and peers in her stocking. Empty. She lies back down. 
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EXT. BEACH — LATER 


CAPTION: 6.48am. Amapa, Brazil. Distance to Trelew: 4228 miles. 
Time to sunrise: 51 minutes. Number of Reindeer 0. Sleighs 0. 


Arthur sits like a shipwrecked sailor on a wild beach, empty 
but for an upturned dinghy. Bryony sits by a small fire, 
miserably tearing strips of wrapping off Gwen’s bike to feed 
the flames. Grandsanta sits near too, gazing at the sky. 


GRANDSANTA 
Bye Evie. I’ll miss you. 
(pause) 
Named after your grandma. There was 
a girl. She could strangle a turkey 


and stuff it in a single move. E 
Silence. Arthur picks at his reindeer slipper. Seeing. 3 p 


crushed, the-old man is ashamed. He wants to gee himmp. ". 


GRANDSANTA (CONT’D) 


Sun ”11 be up soon. It’s Christmas! O 
T ARTHUR 
Christmas is for kids. You grow où é. 


of it. 


BRYONY 


t trouble for one 
kid. ak ing ridiculous. 
(Ties¥back, ‘sunbathing’ ) 
mal i is e. It’s good to get away 


= the..Christmas fuss. 
A silence 


GRANDSANTA 
h le’s not such a bad banana, your 


father. When he was young, wild 
reindeer wouldn’t've held him back. 
(no response) 
None of us is perfect, lad. You're 
nuts, Steve’s a bore, your dad’s 
got an ego the size of the arctic 
and frankly he could have done 
better than your mother. And me.. 
I’m a bitter old beardy. But we're 
still fambly. We're the Clauses! 
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Arthur pulls Gwen’s letter from his pocket. He puts it aside. 


ARTHUR 
Are we? How can I ever write 
another letter? Saying Santa cares? 


He pulls his slippers off, and throws them far out to sea. 
ARTHUR (CONT’D) 
‘Night, dad. Sleep well. 
INT. RESIDENTIAL QUARTERS - SANTA'S BEDROOM — NIGHT 


_All is dark. Santa snores. A soft knock on the door. Santa 
stumbles out of bed and opens it. Elves pack the “. 


ELF 2 
Sir, we know you shouldn’t believe 
rumours, but we do. 


ELF 3 


hen everyone says them. O 


“ELF 1 
Is it true you missed a child? 


Speciall) 


SANTA 
Me? No no. Well..er..in:: 
(Elves gasp) “Sey 
It was just one. In fa 
that, nought point lo’ 


p” La ones in Greece, did 
E ie ones matter? Or what about my 
onesjin Germany? One of them was 
\ ins! Are they two ones or a two? 


ELF 1 
They don’t matter half each. 
OQ ELF 2 
~ You know that one in Poland I gave 
S the X-Box to, if he doesn”t matter 
can I have it back? 


SANTA 


Um...Why don’t you ask Steve? He 
can explain..Fiendishly clever.. 
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ELF 1 
ba Aren’t you in charge sir? 


SANTA 
Yes! Of course..I’m Santa!.I have 
Im everything..under control... 


ELF 3 
-= Sir, if the one that got missed 
doesn't matter - why have Arthur 
and Grandsanta gone to take it? 


Santa gapes. Behind him Mrs Santa looks like thunder. 


MRS SANTA 
~ Malcolm. What's this about Arthur?! 


INT. NORTH POLE MISSION CONTROL - NIGHT 


A sea of Elvés pour in, bombarding Steve. YN 
‘ELVES h 
Is there- st of the children who 7 


don't matter? .<Santa said they 
don’ rt matter a indred per cent. 


STEVE 
BACK TO BED! You're 
take orders! 


I'm oply aa me/I've put on 
é weigh one and a bit, etc 
tool 1 Se naa every single 

» the world! See? This 

s one, this one, this one, 
òf them! Yadda yadda! Who cares 
it one single tiny child..? 


cokes anta is there gazing distressed at the screens, 
e ey with sightings of Arthur and the sleigh. 


STEVE (CONT'D) 
...I dol 


SANTA 
Oh poor Arthur..why on earth would 
he..Your his brother Steve, how 
could you let him... 
(feels Elf eyes on him) 
And..um..about this child you 


missed. 
(MORE) 
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SANTA (CONT'D) 
I’m really not sure you made the 
right decision. 
(peers closer) 
Is that bird-do on your shoulder? 


Pause. Steve gapes, speechless. Peter edges up. 


PETER 
Sir, we’re out of espresso, sir. 


Beat. Steve smiles icily at his father. 
STEVE 


Right. So..over there is satellite 
tracking..navigation..data analysis 


..comms. Coffee machine’s by the : 
door. No coffee. Goodnight, SANTA. a 3 
P (walks out singing) 

Glooooocoria. .. a % 


SLAM! The door shuts behind him. A thousand ty 
Santa, full of doubts, He looks around, lost. 


ANTA 
Ooooh. Ah. Um, T 11 be right bac 


He walks awkwardly to the door: It won’ ON »~ stares 
blankly at the keypad. An embarz i aged se. 


ELF 1 
12-25. 


INT. CORRIDOR, NORTH POLEP 


Santa stands, traumatised, ddled. No idea what’ to do. 


INT. ARTHUR'S ogro- MENTS LATER 
Darkness. The dook opens” The light flicks on. Santa stands 
miserably, looking into the room of his missing son. 


As he stares round,) amazed, he sees for the first time the 
full enor! aot thur’s fan-boy shrine to Christmas. 


on he barely knows and gazes. Before him on the 
‘thur’s ‘shrine’ to Santa himself. A magical, 
my Santa, rather than this man, Arthur's dad Malcolm, 
e crea, imperfect incumbent. He gazes, wanting to be that 


iP) fearing he isn’t. He picks up some letters. 
ad ARTHUR (V.O.) 


Dear Xiao-Ling, thanks for your 
letter and drawing of Santa tripping 
over your dog, it was hilarious... 
Dear Alessandro, yes Santa’s real. 
Tell your sister..Dear Lars, I 
promise, Santa will come...he’s the 
greatest man ever. 


In ree he’s never visited, Santa sits heavily in the 
of Mth 
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EXT. BEACH - NIGHT 
Caption: 6.58 a.m. Amapa, Brazil. still. 


The fire is low. Bryony puts the last bit of wrapping on. She 
looks at the bike, and shivers. Then picks up Gwen’s letter. 


BRYONY 
Can I burn this? 


ARTHUR 
Sure. There’s thousands like it. 
Same yaddayadda as Steve would say. 
Dear Santa, do you have lights on 
your jacket to see in the dark, Dear 
Santa you must have a REALLY big 


A F- 
RAO) sleigh, Dear Santa, are you magic? 
ó, NA Dy X (pause) a) 


me boy in New Zealand sets ten alarm 
oR cks, he so wants to see Santa. 


BRYONY N 
Ei FE 
Tha ‘Op = nuts oO 


He falls astaag) D t the end thou ká & j 

They all do. Hi en sd we 

he’s been. It’s os Mhey y e 

there now, all ove: Eo 

waiting for this wondet 
(cynical) 

Dad. I get it, I ge 


Pr da. 
Ma it burn. 


ARTHUR PD) IE) 
Gwen still thinks hefs perfect. To her Yee 


he’s E as ic. 
He can’t bear ite á Dees the letter from the flames, and 
iw: 


stares at the cha; ing of Santa burning up, with the 
North Pole stamp, ‘Im Santa We Believe.’ He jumps up. 


ARTHUR (CONT'D) 
i pe ILL magic! For another half 
D r! We have to get there! He 
cànft be the Santa that burned up! 
e's a heavy panting. Rudolph lollops up, wet from the sea. 
Ne: something. The slippers. Arthur grabs them and runs. 
Ó CH — - MOMENTS LATER 


SS“ in the sand where the dinghy once was is ‘SORRY!'. 
EXT. ATLANTIC OCEAN — NIGHT 


CAPTION: 7.01am. Atlantic Ocean. Distance from Trelew, 
Cornwall 4227 miles. Time to sunrise: 38 minutes. 
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Arthur is trying with all his might to row the Atlantic. But 
he’s splashing round in useless circles. He loses an oar. 


STEVE’S RECORDED VOICE (ON HOHO) 
Slight right in 4227 miles. 


GRANDSANTA 
I’ve seen this before. ‘Sleigh 
Fever’, they call it: pressure of 
Christmas sends a man doolally-tap. 
Santa Claus the Sixteenth got it, 
1802. Every child that year got a 
sausage nailed to a piece of bark. 


BRYONY 
Arthur? It’s only thirty-seven 
minutes to sunrise in Trelew. And 
you're going backwards. 


ARTHUR 
not too late yet. I just have 


<keep-going! ~o 
Vis XJ 


Hia a 
Grandsanta stares st’ arthur with a new admir: 


GRANDSANT. ' 

u there 1; AS 
Guess they're righ 5 jE 
h 


Useless pair of pe; 


Arthur looks at him. And smiles. 4 
him and takes an oar. The two rov 


ta clambers beside 
r; Splashing madly. 


Make a legal U-tu 
right in 4228 miles 


aroun AS ? 
-” 'RANDSANTA. 


! That's it! WE CAN GET 
~~ H BACK! ! 
4 ARTHUR 
do you mean? 


A GRANDSANTA 


` Reindeer are brave, powerful beasts. 
` But they're also dappled cretins 
NN with twigs on their heads. They'll 


just keep going, right round the 
world! They'll come back to here! 


The three gaze up into the sky. 


EXT. NIGHT SKY - CONTINUOUS 


The riderless sleigh soars upside down over the Pyramids! 
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INT. NORTH POLE MISSION CONTROL - CONTINUOUS 


Mission control is chaotic, no-one in charge. Screens show 
graphics from the world’s Military H.Q.’s plotting the 
sleigh’s progress round the globe. On the main screen 
labelled ‘NASA HQ’ the dots join up. 


NASA CONTROLLER (ON SCREEN) 
Alert NATO — this thing's in orbit! 
EXT. ATLANTIC OCEAN - NIGHT 
POP! Bryony and Arthur pull a Christmas cracker marked 


‘Emergency Use Only’ from her Elf Down Pack. Inside is a 
smali..capsule. She holds it out to Arthur. 


BRYONY 
put it in your mouth and bite. 
ams of magic dust. 


srandsanta, holding the boat's chos, 
~ WDE 
/GRANDSANTA NO 
Hook this ontothe sleigh as it È, 


Arthur looks a 


goes past. Yot"11//have to focus, 
you at fort, 
five thousand miles-“an hour. 


being beheaded! 


And height id speed and..big 
sc i at 45,000 miles an 
hour! ns... 

RYONY 


ARTHUR 


scared of everything! 
. be (head in hands; tortured) 
“Gwen thinks he’s coming... 


GRANDSANTA 
That’s it! Worry! It’s what you're 
á good at lad! 
ARTHUR 


Raah..no..yes..no..I don’t know! 


BRYONY 
The sleigh’ll be back any minute! 
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Suddenly he bites on the capsule. In a flash, she ties the 
| z end of a roll of ribbon round his waist, and he floats up 
like a balloon on a string, shaking wildly! 


ARTHUR 
Aaahhh! No! Stop! Get me DOWN! 


GRANDSANTA 
= Keep going! Imagine Gwen! The tears 
as she finds she’s been left out! 


BRYONY 
(picks up idea) 
--Screaming ‘SANTA DIDN'T COME!’ 


ARTHUR 
Gwen...NOOO! I’m too high! q 


d Bryony urge him on, their shouts rece 


GRANDSANTA i 
Your caging, father, tortured, knowing 
= he missed, Ja child and went to bed.. NJ 


Dad. .Santa. .Aaaai h 


á kids on new bikes, po: 
i “That's the girl that sai 
(ignoring Gray dsanta 


She runs away 
streets, alcol 


F E “is how Aah he is) 


What if there are buttons 
sleigh I don't know about?!! 


i ` is BRYONY 
Too late! Here it IS! 


The man who’s frightened of heights and speed is swung round 
a thousand feet over the sea, moving faster than a jet plane! 
Shaking with fear, he hauls himself onto the belly of a 
reindeer. He crawls forward between pounding hooves, but his 
foot breaks another harness - another reindeer flies away! 
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The sleigh is ahead - but there’s a huge gap! Arthur pulls 
out Gwen’s letter. He looks at the North Pole stamp. In Santa 
We Believe. With a final huge leap, he lands on the sleigh! 
He opens his eyes. His face is against the buttons on the 
seat. He yells..laughs..and grabs the handbrake. As before, 
the sleigh drops like a stone, smashing into the sea. 

EXT. ATLANTIC OCEAN (UNDERWATER) - CONTINUOUS 


The sleigh sinks into the icy black, reindeer thrashing. 


EXT. ATLANTIC OCEAN - CONTINUOUS 


Santa and Bryony watch in horror where the sleigh we! 


Distance to Trelew: 4228 miles. 


Caption: 
Ee momber) of Sleighs: 1. Reindee: 


Sunrise: 


Grandsanta and Bryon: 
Bryony hugs Arthur. 


limb aboard shouting lai 
andsanta showers Evie wi kisses. 


I did it! Did you ‘se 
with worry!! 


BRYONY 


In his exuberance, he knocks tl , motion, it 
flies through the air, and into the briny deep. 
GRANDSANT: 
These thin happen! Just keep 
worrying Gwen! To Trelew! 
> 


INT. SANTA'S S IGHT 
Santa bursts e Santa jumps up dabbing her eyes. 


SANTA 
Margaret. Hand me my Me Suit! 
hing’s fine. All sorted! 
teve’s...um...holding the fort, 
while I..er... 
(making it up on spot) 

..deliver the present and..yes! 
Find Arthur and father! 


MRS SANTA 
(girly admiration) 
Oh..Malcolm! But dear — how will 
you get there? 


Uh-oh. The look on Santa’s face tells us he has no idea. 
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SANTA 
It’s all, er..in place. I'11 
manage! I’m Santa, remember! 


INT. STEVE’S ROOM - NIGHT 

Furiously, Steve flicks through ‘EXECUTIVE JOBSEARCH’. 
CRASH! The room shakes. BANG! And again. 

He turns on a monitor showing North Pole CCTV. His eyes pop. 
In the dock, his beloved S-1 is clumsily trying to take off! 


It slams against an ice wall, denting the hull! He gasps, 
wincing! Then he see a note under his door. 


STEVE 
(reads) Q) 


ve, Popped out to take present. 
ise look after elves. Turkey 


wich in fridge. Mum and Dad.’ Ne 
y 101 


;huge control „pane 
buttons in a panic. Countless lights anc 


SANTA 
Ooh..I er..um..this.. 


MRS SANTA 
Goodness! I'll ci 
tell us what to/push 


SANTA’ 
No no..He’s busy! ing..um.. 


7 ANTA 
The elves then You can’t do this 
on you: Wijust to prove something 
dea: (i ġe as bad as you father!. 


_ SANTA 
dangerous for the elves! 
té. lone this lots of..Like riding 


bicycle..just, more buttons. 


hes into a wall. Sparks fly. Everything shudders. 
anta picks up a huge manual, starts pressing buttons. 


manual. Men. 


q À MRS. SANTA 
Well there's no shame in using a 


SANTA 
Margaret, disembark! It’s not safe! 


MRS. SANTA 
Piffle Malcolm. I said we should do 
more together. 
(Mo: 


RE) 
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MRS. SANTA (CONT'D) 
I did a microlight flying course on 
the internet. It can’t be that 
different. 


She presses a button marked ‘R16’. The S-1 grinds forward! 


INT. NORTH POLE. S-1 DOCKING BAY - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS 
Steve, clutching his SUIT CARRIER, opens the door. The 8-1 


heaves forward. He runs. Steel cable moorings whiplash free. 
As the last one pings, he makes a flying leap onto a cable! 


EXT. SKY - NIGHT 


CAPTION: 7.14am. Time to sunrise in Trelew: 25 minute: 


giddily, clutching the re-wrapped bike. From a cupbo. 
Grandsantapulls: out old wartime style gas-masks. \ 


The sleigh. soars in a vertiginous climb. Arthur Ó 
d ¥ 


EL — CONTINUOUS 


Panicky giddy AR é up at the image of the S-1 leaving. 
ELVES 
esde: 


serting us! The Santas 
a: eaving! It’s like 1816! 


mm. i ELF 2 
y heard Santa’s got all next year’s 
presents in a Swiss bank account! 


ELF 3 
I heard Mrs Santa spent all the 
money on shoes! 


PETER (ON HOHO3000) 
Sir? Are you there? STEEVEN! 


Nothing. Peter looks around tearfully. And makes his mind up. 
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INT. S-1 BRIDGE - NIGHT 


MRS. SANTA 
Are you sure this is the right way? 


x SANTA 
Show a little faith, dear. 
EXT. NORTH POLE - NIGHT 
The polar pack ice is gorgeous, silent, ghostly, until.. 
SMASH! The S-1 CRASHES up through the ice! 
Steve is frozen onto the underside of the S-1 clutching D) 


suit, desperately tapping a PIN code on a hatch door.«#Spli 
A bird hits him. The S-1 wobbles away toward the horizon. 


EXT. SPACE.- NIGHT 


A satellite flies ‘silently past us in the void o: by The 
sleigh soars into shot! - 


Arthur, Grandsanta, Bryony and the alongaran in oxygen 
masks! The shivering, weightless passen: on for dear 
life - especially Arthur, grimacing at ie hgatest ride of 
all! He looks at Grandsanta, question 


GRANDSANTA ( 
THERE! BIGGEST MAP IN 


NASK) 


Arthur looks down, and sess th 
Europe is clearly laid 
they can also see the lin 


mee But trany up here 
sun’ s daylight. creeping 


INT. N.A.T.O. -— NIG! 
Caption: 7.16ameNA' ) High Command, Brussels 
NATO OPERATIVE 1 
“Ó on global trajectory of 
egrees ...in exosphere. 


NATO BAJOR 


UE ER ATMOSPHERE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS 


The sleigh shudders as it comes down through the atmosphere, 
bits burning. Dawn creeps over the globe..but there's England! 


ARTHUR 
THERE IT IS!! 


Soaked by sea, frozen by space, Grandsanta’s shivering, his 
beard frosted. The reins slip through his fingers. 
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GRANDSANTA 
Gimme a hand, will you lad? 
(gives Arthur one rein) 
Pull tight but leave some play. Now 
shout dash! 


ARTHUR 
DASH! 

GRANDSANTA 
‘Ho ho hol’ 

ARTHUR 


Ho..ho.-honkhonkhonk... 


Down they sweep over Europe trying to outrun the dawn, ov 
Spain, Switzerland, France.. 


k SPANISH ATC (O.S. SUBTITLED SPAN] 
ous. serart heading Switzerland 240.. 


Sor jpax-tree banking.. 
FRENCH. ATC (O.S. SUB: 7 
Craft on course 080% h 


INT. BRUSSELS - NATO HIGH COMMAND RA 


NATO CHIEF ELINORA DE SILVA st; s 
of screens showing A MULTITUDE í 


dium facing a bank 
MILITARY LEADERS 


DE SB 
Friends, on this 
stand confronted 


p of peace we 
unknown enemy. 


AIDE 
Ma am? eben Prime Minister. 


SILVA 
Pri IW] er? Chief De Silva. 
: P PETER (O.S, SPEAKER) 


lo. Shoot down the red thing! 


S DE SILVA 
'm sorry? 


PETER (SPEAKER) 
It's not a sleigh...It's aliens! 
Bad aliens! From space! 


GENERALS (ON SCREENS) 
Aliens..Thought so..Oh dear etc 


PETER (SPEAKER) 


They're heading to England! Tell 
the British army to shoot ‘em down! 
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DE SILVA 
This is a secure line, who is this? 


INT. MISSION CONTROL - NIGHT 


. 
The place is in chaos. ‘Prime Minister’ Peter is on the phone. 


PETER 
I’m the British King..I mean Prime 
Minister! I’m not an elf! 
INT. BRUSSELS - NATO HIGH COMMAND 
The. line goes dead. 


DE SILVA Qy 
‘Even if that wasn't the British A 


Prime Minister, we must take this 
seriously. 


‘FRENCH GENERAL (ON A SCREEN ~ 
But. .if` the aliens come in peace? 
U. 8. GENERAL 
It knocked over a bucket in 
Toronto! I say we'blast:it 
skies! Shoot down the re 


EXT. COAST OF FRANCE - CONTINUO! ” 
The sleigh shoots over he” E annel.: Arthur cheers. 


ARTHUR) 
England! Which way) 


BRYONY 
Herel@Look! 


She holds out se best d from Gwen, with its jaunty tourist 
map of Cornwall wi relew. They gaze at the coast ahead. 


Then their” jp. Hovering up through snow and mist is a 
line of Br Harrier Jump Jets. And stretched along the 
White Cliff f Dover is the British Army! Grandsanta swings 
the si eta © an aerial hand-brake turn and brings the 

igh to a hovering halt in the clouds. 


- NIGHT 


Y shimmers south. The camouflage is going wrong - it 
flickers between being a patch of sunshine, clouds, stars.. 
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INT. S-1 BRIDGE - CONTINUOUS 

Alarms sound, lights flash. Santa hits buttons wildly. A door 
opens. They spin round. It’s Steve, covered in snow, ice, 
feathers and bird droppings. Santa is stunned and caught out. 


STEVE 
If you don’t mind father.. 


He pushes past his father to the controls. 


SANTA 
Hey!..I’m quite capable.. 


MRS SANTA 


Arthur and Grandsanta, are they 
epee alright?! 
steve puts: the S-1 into ‘Premium velocity’. a ` 
oft STEVE ~D 


ither laying low, or on the 
Slew. Though obviously.. 


(smig 
.we'11 be there, long before themi é 


EXT. CLOUDS OVER CHANNEL - DAWN.” 


CAPTION: 7.2lam. Dover, England. ise: 18 minutes. 


Number of reindeer: 3. 


The sleigh hovers in the 


G] ANTA 
we're outgunned gon. old relic 
against that? If up in flames 
Steve’ll never let forget it! 


> 
You afrai 


RANDSANTA 


Nevi bean afraid of anything in me 
Alighweepe. ooking an old fool. 


i j ARTHUR 

I always look a fool. Who cares? It's 

he only thing I'm not scared of! 
(smiles; beat) 


N ‘Live a little’? 
~a y e a look. And grin. Grandsanta swings into action. 


GRANDSANTA 
Christmas 1926, I was struck by 
lightning over Vienna! Had a heart 
attack at the reins! Had to punch 
meself in the chest to come back to 


life. 
(MORE) 
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GRANDSANTA (CONT'D) 
Left ventricle popped out me mouth. 
Did I give up then? No! Pushed it 
back down and carried on! 


BRYONY 
I once ran out of sticky tape in — 


GRANDSANTA 
Live a little! 


He flips up a little panel. Underneath is an old button 

marked ‘WAR’. He pushes it. Camouflage clanks into place. 

INT. HARRIER JUMP JET COCKPIT - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS 

An RAF PILOT in high-tech headset stares, stunned. Q 


RAF PILOT (ON HEADSET) 
“Kito six-delta. We have a visual! 


Through his viéif:; r, we see what appears to be is War 
One ‘Red Baron’ Fol er Triplane - the sleigh in diegu 


EXT. WHITE CLIFFS OF » pedi CONTINUOUS 


INT./EXT. SKY OVER ENGLA 


The sleigh flies along theds 
Arthur map-reading from the 


WHAM! A rocket hits ier the si reindeer is releasidl Only 
two left! Bryony» div the side and fixes it with tape. 
Then she grabs thé g Filler and fires, like a rear 
gunner! The conten’ 3 atter its windscreen! 
RAF PILOT (ON HEADSET) 
iring on us sir! It looks 
wee wel 
J ARTHUR 
bh you think if he doesn't shoot us 
he'll lose his job? At Christmas..? 


slowing! The two reindeer strain, exhausted - and: 


BRYONY 
The magic dust - it’s running out! 


Grandsanta sees something: a huge wind farm in the snow. 
Through it he flies, dodging massive scything windmills. Then 
they’re out the other side. The skis land on the wires 
between pylons, and they scoot along like a train on tracks. 
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EXT. S-1 - NIGHT SKY - CONTINUOUS 
The S-1 whooshes along erratically - and scrapes a mountain. 
STEVE 
Noooo!.. 
INT. S-1 BRIDGE - CONTINUOUS 
Steve and Santa squabble at the controls, both trying to fly. 


SANTA 

Just a scratch..I’m quite capable.. 
STEVE 

You’ve dented it! You take it out 

without asking and.. N V 
MRS SANTA 


Malcolm, you told me he knew! You 
know. how ‘Steve feels about his 8-1! 


¿2 SANTA 
It's my S-1!.S for Santa. I'm 
flying to this ‘child.. 


STEVE : 
Course, she’s all that ma: 
me, your son. Not the two 
things I did right a 


SANTA 


It's her strongest fury. She tears up. 


MRS SANTA 
about my little boy? And your 


Ah er and his hip and..the elves! 

o's looking after the elves?! 
STEVE 

They'll be fine mother! 


s Santa hits a button to show Mission Control. The Elves 
e in absolute uproar. One group waves a banner: ‘No Child 
Left Behind’. Others leave with possessions like refugees. 


ELVES (ON SCREEN) 
Santa's gone, I'm off..I'm getting 
a job with Fedex..I'm going to be a 
security guard for Mini Me...etc 
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Someone throws a switch. Lights dim, power goes off. 


MISSION COUNTDOWN VOICE 
North Pole meltdown in ten minutes. 


The Santas watch in horror. Peter clocks them. He dashes up, 
wild and manic, cheeks daubed with glitter like a crazed 
soldier from Apocalypse Now! 


PETER (ON SCREEN) 
Steve! It's like you said! Clear out 
the dead wood, a new Santa is born! 


STEVE 
He’s paraphrasing.. 


Peter. waves to a bunch of Elves behind. They topple 
ice “statue. (like Saddam). Santa stares dumbfounded. 


PETER 
em down! Goodnight Vienna! 


There you go 


INT./EXT. SLEIGH - SKY OVER ENGL 


ARTHUR 
That's it there! Trel 


Ahead is the village on 1 
reforming. And in the following the. Li ht-path of 
the sleigh by road is a conwoy police and soldi 


(CONT'D) 
You show one! Go north! 
Clutching the e,"he crawls, wincing at the drop, onto the 


back of the s As, tọ a hatch and lever marked ‘SACK’. 


BRYONY 
>» Your face is on TV! If they 
you, they’11 follow you home. 


ARTHUR 
Then..I won’t go home. I don’t fit. 
“ I’m the Easter Bunny. I melted the 
elf barracks! 
A (laughs with her; quieter) 
Even if do I get this to Gwen, Dad 
still went to bed. Happy Christmas! 


He pulls the lever. BANG! The biggest sack in the world 

explodes from the hatch. When the canvas clears, he’s gone! 
The sack billows into the sky like a giant parachute. Arthur 
hangs on in terror, falling fast. Stunned Grandsanta salutes. 
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GRANDSANTA 
DON’T STOP TILL YOU SEE THE WHITES 
OF HER EYES! Elf, want to go home? 


BRYONY 
No SIR! 


GRANDSANTA 
Quite right. Go! I”11 see to Johnny 
Jump Jet, buy him some time! 


He swoops low over the woods where Arthur landed. Bryony 
fires two lengths of tape at a tree and swings to the ground. 


The Harrier’s on his tail. Grandsanta dives into a cloud and 
sculpts something...The pilot sees the Fokker silhouette 
against the moon. He fires. But it’s a decoy made from cli i 


GRANDSANTA (CONT'D) 
Hah! Put that in your comptooter! 


our Harriers rise from the Aes 
“DPILOT (0.8) i 

I have lock! I have lock! í ) 
A missile hits, smashing the camouflage ee: (Oy Slats flap, 


turning it into a boat, haystack;: barbém shop. The lamps crack 
- and the last two reindeer fly-loose! sleigh nose-dives. 


But relentlessly, 


GRANDSANTA g” à 
Spot of bother Rudolptl ‘on to 
your hooves lad.gRidolph? Down: Boy! 
Rudolph is on his hind th > 


sleigh into the stream of ma 
harness. For a moment the ol 


IDSANTA (CONT'D) 

Rudolph! 
But the missiles. „converging. There's no escape! Grandsanta 
cuts Rudolph free, a struggles up onto the side — the brave 
ola soldier,inbhis, inest hour. A last puff of magic dust.. 


GRANDSANTA (CONT'D) 
ey Evie. 


He LA He jumps. The sleigh explodes in a ball of flame. 


a 
AS JODS NEAR TRELEW - CONTINUOUS 
Capt : 7.32a.m. Elm Wood, Trelew. Time to sunrise: 7 minutes 


Arthur hops painfully with the bike, hurt by his landing. A 
flash in the sky. He turns. A figure drops before him. Bryony. 


BRYONY 


Sir, I want to help. Grandsanta 
sent me. You need an elf, SIR! 
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She salutes smartly. Arthur smiles. CRASH! Lumps of burning 
sleigh debris fall around them in the snow. Arthur looks up. 


ARTHUR 
GRANDSANTA? NO!! 


BRYONY 
He jumped! I saw him jump. He had 
magic dust Arthur. He'll be OK! 


ARTHUR 
(agonised moment; decides) 
se He wants us to get there! Come on! 


But something rattles in the debris. The Signalator! Bryon; 
pulls. it free and grabs the attached translation card. 


BRYONY 
‘Don't move. Pick up coming. Steve 
at house. Delivering present.” NO! 
"It's not fair! He won! 


e Arthur sits down on is injured leg. It’s over. S es. 


" ARTHUR g F 
It doesn't matter. As long as 


Gwen’s got her ‘present. It’s 


Bryony rolls her eyes. He's weir 


EXT. SKY OVER TRELEW - PRE-DAWN [Ó 


A hatch opens in S-1, c fla the pre-dawn sky. 


In his awful Santa suit (vivid red Armani-style,-‘whi ite fur 
& trim, silk tie), Steve rappels/toward Gwen’s house wind 
in his splendid hair. der his arm, a large unwrapped 


y INT. S-1 BRIDGE -N US 
Santa and Mrs Sant; atch him on the monitor. At last, Santa 
- knows P N Pine to go. 
SANTA 
EA aT: I feel so...you know.. 

á what with Arthur. .poor idiotic.. 
‘always in a..and Steve being so.. 
and father, getting all..and the 
elves, goodness, the elves...Oh 
dear. I’ve not been a good..I used 
to but..I feel I’ve let everyone.. 


MRS SANTA 
I know, dear. 


SANTA 
It’s not all ho ho ho and jingle 
bells any more, is it? This is 
Steve's world. 
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Mrs Santa takes his hand. Santa brushes fluff off his suit. 


SANTA (CONT'D) 
Will you still...you know, when I 
don't wear this..any more? 


MRS SANTA 
(squeezes his hand) 
Oh, Malcolm. You big silly. 


EXT. MIMOSA AVENUE, TRELEW - CONTINUOUS 
7.33a.m 23 Mimosa Avenue, Trelew. Time to sunrise: 6 minutes. 


Steve presses a bell. The door opens. He looks down. Qy 


STEVE 
Good morning Gwen. Ho ho etcetera. 
This: is not by the way a breach of 
the Prime Directive. I am the > 

anta, but we've not had 

al ceremony, so by the NN) 
rules, still a ‘regular Joe’. gp br 

(brief smile; beat) 

Apologies for. the minor delay gi 
sure even a child: can) underst: 
that in an operation: as c 
Christmas there’s always 
insignificant margin of. er: 
Which is you. As a ge: 
upgraded you to 


(wheeling fi jik: ARA ds 
..the Glamour: ba X23, which“, ` 
retails at £9.99 than your 
requested gift. ergo better. 

(holds out paper and pen) 


Could you As a legal waiver? 
sı 


Long pause. At WNE 
PEDRO 
No wee Soy Pedro. 


e the child. And it’s not Gwen. 


STEVE 
» boy? 


cé PEDRO 
uien es usted? 


STEVE 
A Spanish boy? This is an error. No 
hablo Espanol. Get off the bike! 


He Bin it. Pedro hangs on to it, and bursts into tears. 
INT. S-1 BRIDGE - CONTINUOUS 


Santa and Mrs Santa watch in dismay as Steve in his Santa 
suit fights a sobbing child for a present. 
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STEVE 
Please don’t cry. Did you not hear 
me, I said don't cry! NO — CRYO! 
You can keep the pen! 


EXT. TRELEW WOODS - CONTINUOUS 


Suddenly the Signalator springs to life. Bryony gasps. 


BRYONY 
Arthur! He's in the wrong Trelew! 


CAPTION: 7.36am. The Right Trelew. Time to sunrise: 3 minutes 
Beat.. Then frantically Arthur rips the paper off Gwen’s b 
BRYONY (CONT'D) 


What are you doing? It's over a 
` mile, you can’t even walk properly! 


He perches on the lay bike, and engages the! s ilisers. His 
slippers swamp the pedals. He discards them, d wobbles off! 


BRYONY ~“, 
Oy! NO-ONE gets an unwpap) ` 
present on my watch! i 


Elves are in mass exodus’) 
Control is in meltdown. Onħa 
of Gwen’s house from earlier) 
dot...Tipsy Ernie sta He 


i a street comes a? 
dges the departing I 


Hey! AR 


There’s a RS: a cheer goes up. 
ELVES 


(Ao: He's delivering the 
FA ch No child left behind! etc 


The aX latches fire. Elves tear back to their stations. 


ES STREET IN TRELEW - DAWN 


: Bad sniffs at a wheelie-bin. He peers inside. Slumped on 
tħe rubbish is Grandsanta, confused, concussed, but alive! 


GRANDSANTA 
Ho ho ho! Rudolph! Is it Christmas? 
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INT. S-1 BRIDGE - MOMENTS LATER 


The S-1 whizzes along in hyperdrive, shuddering. Red lights 
flash, alerts sound. The screens read: ‘VELOCITY: CODE 
BLACK’. Steve is at the controls, flying like a demon. 


STEVE 
OK so I’m not great with children! 
Does that make me a bad Santa? 
(off Santa’s look) 
You're hardly perfect. Trelew, 
Argentina?! You're just like Arthur! 


MRS SANTA 
My poor lamb! You know he can’t do 


7 anything for himself! E 
Suddenly the screen from Mission Control flicks on. A S 


$ ELF 1 (ON SCREEN) 
Sir! The soldiers shot the sleigh! 


ELF 2 (ON SCREEN) 
But Siz; Arthur. . he's still going 
They step back to revea he cheering Elw 


REEN) W 


Steve blinks hard. Santa and wish amazed. 


ELVES (ON! 
Arthur! Arthur! Arthi 


SANTA 
Arthur?! our. .13 


EXT. STREETS OF TRELEW — DAW 


CAPTION: 7. eae Tr pen Time to sunrise: 1 minutes. 
Whizz! The sien = d a corner, Arthur cycling madly. 

Bryony’s sboaraetoon i a roll of paper she's re-wrapping 

the bike as 


J bin One bit of sticky tape goes on. 


m - BRYONY 
{q bits of sticky tape! Three! 


Down thedstreét they ride, Bryony clambering all over the 
bike thùr stands so she can wrap the saddle, sticks his 
1 as she does the pedals, takes his hands off as she 
joes the handlebars. He sways — travel sick again! 


WY SSION CONTROL - CONTINUOUS 


The Elves cheer, watching the race on security cameras. 
ELVES 


Arthur! Arthur! Arthur! In Santa We 
believe! In Santa We Believe! 
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EXT. MIMOSA AVENUE, TRELEW - CONTINUOUS 

Caption: Mimosa Avenue, Trelew. Time to sunrise: 15 seconds. 
Mimosa Avenue! Bryony’s nearly finished, only the wheels to 
go. Arthur braces himself and nods..she lifts the stabilisers! 
Then she pulls him into a wheelie and wraps the front wheel! 


BRYONY 
Speed bump at 12 o'clock! 


Arthur rides at it with all his might. The bike soars toward 
a low branch on which sits a squirrel! Crash! Arthur, Bryony, 
and squirrel fly through the air! In slow motion Bryony wraps 


the back wheel! THUD! They tumble into Gwen's drive. The bik 
is wrapped perfectly! But Bryony sinks down woozily. 


BRYONY (CONT'D) z 
Too much sticky tape..you go! ( x 
se 


Arthur looks- up. The red light of dawn creeps down ' h 
and glints off.Gwen's bedroom window. The sun 's up! 


i P 7 
INT. GWEN'S BEDROOM - 23 MIMOSA AVENUE - CONT: = 


A ray of light falls on Gwen's. face. sí eyes. 


EXT. 23 MIMOSA AVENUE - CONTINUOUS 
Arthur stares up, horrified. 6 è 
P A 


ART! X 
No! NO!! We c late! 
But something's happening.. fe shadow is falling. 


sun is going back down! 


> 
EXT. SKY ABOVE > NTINUOUS 
The mighty see if over the sun! Above, sunshine bathes 


the mighty craft in)golden rays, but beneath, in Mimosa 
Avenue, TN lore minutes it’s still night! 


A: 


INT. ENS BEDROOM - 23 MIMOSA AVENUE - NIGHT AGAIN 


Gwen shuts her eyes again and drifts back into sleep. 


\ 
VS MAKROOM WINDOW - GWEN’S HOUSE - DAWN 
ethur climbs clumsily through the window with the bike. 


EXT. SKY ABOVE TRELEW - CONTINUOUS 


Steve rappels down from the S-1. But he looks up - and sees 
another figure descending: Santa! Steve speeds up! 
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EXT. MIMOSA AVENUE - CONTINUOUS 

Grandsanta’s jolly face sweeps down the street. He’s standing 
in a wheelie bin, being pulled along by Rudolph with reins 
made of his clothes, a full rubbish sack over his shoulder. 


GRANDSANTA 
Merry Christmas! 


The concussed old man thinks he’s Santa again! He reaches in 
the ‘sack’ and throws out a ‘present’ - an old egg carton. 


INT. LANDING/BEDROOM - GWEN’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 
arthur creeps to the bed. And there is Gwen, asleep. He a) 


a tagin her stocking, ‘Under the tree’, attached to avril 


EXT./INT..FRONT DOOR - GWEN’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS { 3 


Steve uses an advanced door penetration device Or 


INT. BATHROOM - GWEN’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS í : 


Santa squeezes through the bathroom wind 


INT. SITTING ROOM — GWEN’S HOUSE T US 
by in his underpants, 


covered in soot, still hold S; ish sack! 


SMASH! Grandsanta crashes down “é, ; i 


INT. NORTH POLE MISSION CON + CONTINUOUS 


The Elves stand watching Gwen” house in raptures. some! sob; 
others sing ‘White C] tmas’, waving candles overhead’ 
á ELF 
A11 tha tas, taking the missing 
present! Tt/s beautiful! 
mé ee 
ie ess the Clauses! 
- 3 ELF 2 
‘fhe whole family, spreading peace 
i nd goodwill! 


N LWAY/STAIRS GWEN’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 
anta™creeps into the hall. There's a noise above. He turns. 


Arthur stands gazing at him, alive with emotion. He runs 
downstairs and throws his arms round his father. 
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ARTHUR 
Dad?! You came! I knew you would! 
You wouldn’t just go to bed and 
forget Gwen! You're Santa! 


He’s ashamed. In Arthur’s face he sees what Santa should be. 
SMACK! Steve bumps into them from one side; THUMP, Grandsanta 
from the other. Steve grabs the bike from Arthur. Grandsanta 
grabs it from Steve! To Arthur’s dismay a whispered tussle 
ensues - an echo of the earlier board game. 


STEVE 
I'm Santa! I'm delivering it! 


GRANDSANTA 
Don’t be silly, I’m Santa, can’t 
you see from my suit? Ho ho ho... 
SANTA 


I am. actually Santa, and I rather 
think I should... 


SS STEVE > 
I’m Santa! You handed over! 


SANTA, 3 
I didn’t..technically.. h 3 


STEVE 
You said you'd retire! 


GRANDSANTA 
I'm Santa, you 
have a bon-bong 


He grabs the bike and give: 
it back. Suddenly, Arthur ta! 


AR’ 
S 


Desperately he, 


f ds Č 
ARTHUR 
Please. Gwen just has to have a 
resent from Santa! 


upstairs. A door creaks open. 


) GWEN (0.S.) 
‘istmas! 


anta looks at him gently. 


SANTA 
w” You do it Arthur. 


Arthur looks bemused. But Gwen’s little feet pad overhead... 
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INT. SITTING ROOM - GWEN’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 


GWEN (0.S.) 
Mummy, Daddy, wake up! 


He dives into the sitting room, and with great care, places 

the present under the tree. It’s set. But Grandsanta toddles 
in, and merrily empties his sack of rubbish under the tree! 

INT. LANDING - GWEN’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 


Gwen is about to come downstairs with her parents! 


INT. HALLWAY - GWEN’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 
Santa and Steve drag the old man towards a cloakroom a! 
Arthur ‘frantically cleans up! 

eas GRANDSANTA 

Ho ho ho! 


\ 


There's a’ ribbon, to downstairs! í 


INT. SITTING ROOM/ HALLWAY /CLOAKROOM - as 


Santa makes to climb 


The four men dive into the cloakr¢o 
id whispers. 


out the window. But Arthur grabs 


ART: 
Dad! Wait. Please, 


irprised. 


He nods backward. He wants\to watch. Santa looks “su 
SANTA 


Oh. In ali ears..I've never 
actuadly. ways so busy. 
The cloakroom door en, just a crack. Three generations of 


the Santa’s burc] © peer out. Squashed between his own two 
boys, Santa looks om one to the other, emotional, tender. 


SANTA (CONT’D) 


y walnut went a long way.. 
Pe ing them he loves them. They know it. 


GWEN (0.S) 
g Mum, dad, come ON! 


Footsteps tear downstairs. Gwen hurries into the sitting 
room, squealing. The Santas peep out. Across the hall, they 
watch, as she finds her present and tears off the wrapping. 


And then they see it. The look on her face. 
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GWEN (0.S.) (CONT’D) 
It's a bike! 


The Santa family gaze transfixed, at one little girl’s joy. 


GWEN (CONT'D) 
Mum, dad! Santa brought me the bike 
I wanted! 


Steve stares fixated at happy Gwen. He literally couldn't 
have imagined it. But Arthur could. Santa looks at him, his 
face as lit up as Gwen's. He turns gently to Steve. 


SANTA 
Without you our whole operation 


would be up the swanee without a.. 

You deserve to be Santa, Steve. 

Steve’s breath catches. His eyes fill. Then he breathes © 

He's been ‘acknowledged! From his pocket, he draws ie 


metal Santa’ from the board game. But Santa touches 


ANTA (CONT'D) 


But.. I wonder yif Gwen is right? = OY 


“Cá 


Steve looks at him. Th 
at Arthur. The look on his 
his fist round the tiny San' 


STEVE 


SANTA“ 


You're better men ..both of you. 


(o.s.) 
A mas a squirrel?! Ow! 


The squirrel, ac@i: Mantafty wrapped with the bike, flees. 


INT. NORT as CONTROL — CONTINUOUS 


On thes AS doxeen, the Elves watch the heroes emerge. 


BRYONY (ON SPEAKER) 
N r is Santa! Arthur is Santa! 


PETER 
Swivel! 
EXT. MIMOSA AVENUE - MORNING 


Steve and Santa are winched up to the S-1 holding Grandsanta. 
A rope descends for Arthur. 
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Now Santa, but still Arthur as well - he lifts off, but bangs 
straight into a tree branch and falls down again. He stands, 

his chin sporting a ‘beard’ of snow. The wind billows in his 

red kagoule, puffing it out. 


Gwen glances out of the window. For half an instant, Arthur 
is there, suddenly looking like the traditional big, red, 
bearded Santa Claus. He smiles - then shoots upwards. 


EXT. SKY ABOVE TRELEW - MORNING 


As Arthur and Bryony ascend, they look down at Gwen, hurrying 
out of 23 Mimosa Avenue, Trelew, Cornwall on her new bike. 
She cycles around her garden in happy circles. They pass 
through a hatch in the bright sky, and disappear. 


EXT. SKY OVER GLOBE - MORNING ay 


Soaring score: The S-1 flies high over the globe. Goin 


EXT. WOOD NEAR TRELEW — DAY ow 


A walkie-talkie crackles. Among the trees soit B in white 
full-protection suits comb the wreckage Pth eigh: bits 
of ski, rein, sleigh-bells, and-a bra: nameplate - ‘EVIE’. A 
CAPTAIN among the white suits throws,backjhis headgear. 


CAPTAIN (INT 
Prime Minister, I have! s 
news. We think ii 


(looks at ret hat) 
..And we think 


INT. NUMBER TEN DOWNING T - DAY 


The PRIME MINISTER, o camera, holds the phone. Pause. 


‘IME MINISTER (TO PHONE) 
captéin.a¥ 're going to tell me > 
thath agafa- And this time you're 
going to say it was aliens. 


CREDITS, 


MUSTI Someone Happy’ Jimmy Durante. ‘It’s so important 
to kà someone happy, make just one someone happy..’ etc 
T 
TION: December 24th. 9pm. One year later. 


. NORTH POLE MISSION CONTROL - NIGHT 
The place is smothered in Christmas decorations. Steve sits 


in a new command pod under a sign, ‘Chief Executive Officer’. 
He pats the shoulder of PETER, who shivers with love. 
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EXT. NORTH POLE - CONTINUOUS 


The old 1950’s sleigh of Santa’s youth, as seen in Mrs. 
Santa's photo is parked on the ice. Santa (now Grandsanta) 
dances round with Mrs Santa, twirling his girl in his arms. 


EXT. GAS STATION - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS 

Bob waits on the forecourt watching the sky with other nerdy 
sci-fi fans. Suddenly, a wobbly old fashioned 'Flying Saucer' 
shoots by flying in crazy patterns - Grandsanta in a new, 
disguised sleigh! He waves at Bob, Bob gives a thumbs up! 
INT. GWEN’S HOUSE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS 


Gwen, excitedly hangs her stocking. In it, as a presen 
Santa, is A CRAYON DRAWING of the Arthur/Santa she Re; 


INT. S-1 - DISPATCH. DECK — NIGHT 


In the S-1, a line sor” mission Elves prepare KGA 


ELF, I7 
Edwina McCulloch,, “as 
Trampoline because s, 
at her friend Susie” 


ELF 2 
Dong Min Ryuk, easel. 
an artist, likes i 


Kenneth Short, si 
sister, wants an 


ay mn Man..SET! 


INT. S-1 BRIDGE@ NIGHT — CONTINUOUS 


Kids’ letters 38. stuck all over the bridge. Arthur, Santa, 
smiles and n ony. She pulls a lever: ‘MAGIC DUST’. 


EXT. SKY f) fa, 
A vase sparkling dust envelops thousands upon 
thousands oF reindeer, pulling the S-1!! Gold embossed and 
glorii & big new name plate on its side reads, ‘SS EVIE’. 
y ‘,.then you will be happy too!!’ 


ARTHUR (0.S.) 
HO HO HONKHONKHONK! 


The S-1 whooooshes crazily away, a million Elves screaming. 
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